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PREFACE 


HE Subject of this Poem 
requires little Preface: It 
is only proper to obſerve, that no- 
thing immodeſ or indecent is de- 
ſigned in it; but that it is calcu- 

lated for real Uſe to thoſe to whom 
it is appropriated: For though 
Nature muſt be allowed to be a 
molt skilful Miſtreſs, yet there 
are many Occaſions wherein ſhe 
may be greatly aſſiſted by the 
Rules of Art; and many are laid 
down in this Work, which, if 
obſerved, cannot but produce a 
good Effect. The propagating of 
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an healthy and beautiful Offspring, 
is not only the higheſt Pleaſure 


and Honour to Parents, but of 


great Importance to Mankind in 
general: If any Thing, therefore, 
conducive to this great End, can 


be attained, it is no inconſiderable 


or uſeleſs Knowledge. We need 


only add, that the Author was a 


Man of great Learning and Re- 
putation. 
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"IVA H A T crowns the fruitful Marriage Bed 
2 with Joy, 
my, What forms the lovely Girl and manly 
Fx Boy, 
What happy Influence beſtows the Grace, 
And breathes the Bloom Divine upon the beauteous 
Face ; 

What ſecret Springs the forming Fancy moye, 
What Force the Mind * in genial Love. 


How 
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2 The ART of having 


How the fair Soul is in the Body ſeen, 

And outward Beauty ſpeaks the Worth within, 
In flowing Verſe attempts the willing Muſe, 
And tunefully the pleaſing Theme purſues. 


WHENE'ER in Times to come it ſhall betide, 
That the kind Bridegroom would inſtruct his Bride, 
My Verſe ſhall by the ſkilful Youth be read 


To the dear Partner of his Nuptial Bed ; 


The Muſe inſtructive ſhall their Offspring grace, 
And form the future Honours of their Race: 
Beauty the long ſucceſſive Line ſhall crown, 

And no deform'd unſightly Birth be known: 

In ev'ry Face the Cyprian Queen ſhall reign, 
And mutually adorn the Nymph and Swain. 
You who a Parent's pleaſing Hopes eonceive, 
Who lovely Patterns of yourſelves would leave ; 


Lou to whoſe Care the Rites of Love belong, 
* Attend and liſten to my uſcful Song. 


Tf-foit the Verſe, if ſweet the Numbers flow, 


A Myrtle Wreath my juſt Reward beſtow, 
And bind with grateful Hands your Poet's learned 
Brow. 


Bur firſt, my Muſe, deſcribe the doubtful Fair, 
Beauty's Celeſtial Eſſence firſt declare ; 


The ſacred Subſtance of the Guddeſs tell, | 
And in what Forms ſhe*moſt delights to dwell ; 
What Honours-on the nobleſt Fronts are ſpread, 
What Roſes paint the Cheeks with brighteſt red; 
5 I What $4 


hat 


And preſs him with the cloſeſt, kindeſt Fold. 


Beautiful CHILDREN. 
What Colours beſt become the flowing Hair, 


what Locks moſt graceful wanton in the Air ; 


What Lips the ſweeteſt breathe the fragrant Bliſs, 
And ſwell the ſofteſt to the melting Kiſs ; 

W hat Hands are faſhion'd in the fineſt Mold, ? 
What circling Arms do beſt the Lover hold, 


* 


A 


Bur Oh ! confus'd and dark the Queſtion lies, 
Perplex'd the Cauſe, and Doubts on Doubts ariſe. 
Each as he loves, his diff*ring Praiſe beſtows, C 


This Youth to ſnowy Amaryllis bows, 


While that to brown Lycoris pays his Vows; 

Daphnis in Flavia's yellow Ringlets bound, 

Admires the Nymphs with golden Treſſes crown'd ; 
While Thyr/is doating on the jetty Black, 

Starts at the burning Gold, and flies with Horror back. 
Some Eyes all Hearts with lovely Grey ſubdue, 

Some with the Languiſh of the lovely Blue ; 

Some the fond Rage with ſparkling Black inſpire, 
Quick ſhoot the Flames, and kindle up the Fire. 

Some Swains the ſlender waiſted Virgin prize, 

And loath the bulky Fat's unweildy Size: 

While ſome the thin, the ſhadowy Form deteſt, 

And chuſe to preſs the plump luxuriant Breaſt. 

Such are the various Springs our Paſſions move, 

And ſuch the many Herefies of Love. 
Thus is the Mind by blind Deſire betray'd, | 
Thus by fantaſtick Fancy are we ſway'd, c 


We like, we love, then deify the Maid, 
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Non only Man to various Thoughts inclin'd, 
Finds differing Beauties in the ſofter Kind, 
But ev'n his own majeſtick Form ſurveys, 
As partial Nations differ in their Praiſe. 
Mark how the ſwarthy Ethiop, fond of Night, : 
Diſdains the Cheeks with blended Roſes bright, F 
And paints the Fiends and Stygian Furies white. 0 
How did the ſervile flatt'ring Eaſt commend 


The Noſe high riſing with an arched Bend; 


When firſt that ſemblant Farm was fam'd to grace 
The mighty Median Monarch's warlike Face, 
Cyrus, whoſe Hand did A/ia's Scepter ſway, 

And taught the wealthy Cr&/us to obey ; 

Wide o'er the Lydian Realm he ſtretch'd his Reign, 
And bound the Royal Miſer in his Chain. 

Here might my Verſe the faireſt Gaul recount, 

Here paint his lowing Curls and ſpacious Front. 


Or here the the tawny Spaniard might I trace, ? 


LOS 


His Looks obſcure deſcribe, his gloomy Grace, 
And ruſty Blood diffus'd upon his duſky Face. 9 


Full of himſelf the pigmy Form appears, 


Swells to the Clouds, and menaces the Stars; 
Ev'n he, tho? by unhappy Lot he lies 


Beneath unkindly Suns, and weſtern Skies, 


Diſdains the German, manly made and ſtrong, 
And calls the Faſhion of his Arms too long ; 
Prunes his hard Viſage up, and with a Smile 
Scorns the ſoſt Bloom of Britain's happy Iſle. 
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Bur ſay, my Muſe, whence Things that ſeem ſo 


clear, 
So doubtful to diſcording Man appear; 
From happier Times of old deduce thy Verſe, 
And how it firſt befel, in Order juſt rehearſe. 


When Time and beauteous Order firſt begun, 

And rich with native Grace the new Creation ſhone; 

No wicked Iron Age as yet controul'd 

The Luſtre of the pure primeval Gold; 

Around Heav'n's azure Arch ferenely bright, 

Unſullied ſhone the ſparkling Gems of Light; 

No Fogs did then, no lazy Vapours riſe, 

Nor with their dull Pollution ſtain the Skies: 

Thro' Heaven's wide Plains the glorious God of Day, 

Prince of the Stars, unclouded held his Way; 

While in her Turn the Silver Queen of Night, 

Succeflive roll'd her limpid Orb of Light. 

The Mother Earth, adorn'd by what ſhe bred, 

With Rocks, Hills, Trees, with Fruits and Flowers ( 

was ſpread, 

And every living Thing on her green Boſom fed. 

The well digeſted Maſs, untainted yet, 

Did no rank Steams nor pois'nous Damps emit ; 

But healthy Spirits breathing from the Ground, 

Diffus'd their wholeſome Fragrancies around, 

Twas then, in thoſe good Times for ever bleſt, 

That happy Man his Innocence poſſeſs'd ; © 
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Wren firſt this Infant World its Form put on, 2 | 
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6 The ART of having 


Perverſe to turn, and wander from the Right, 


Forſaking Heaven's reveal'd, and Nature's inborn 


When yet he had not learn'd, in Reaſon's ſpite, 
Light. 


Then holy Arts and Prieſtcraſt were not known, 
Religion then was ſimple, plain, and one: 


Ambition had not cheated Fools with Fame, 


Nor vex'd the World with Honour's angry Name. 


Luft had not kindled then her guilty Flame, 0 | 


Nor was the Form of Man beneath his Soul, 
But equal ; proper Beauties grac'd the Whole, 


Then Temperance, juſt Goddeſs, did prevail, 


And rightly held creating Nature's Scale, 
Diſpos'd the ſeveral Parts with prudent Care, 
And form'd with niceſt Symmetry the Fair. 
Then was the Reign of Beauty in Mankind, | 
Then univerſal Empreſs, well ſhe join'd _ c 
The faultleſs Body and the blameleſs Mind. 


Suck Beauty was in our firſt Father's Time, 


While yet the youthful World was in its Prime, 


'The mingling Graces of the Sexes met, 


And full Perfection made the Form complete; 


While Man, yet free from Avarice or Pride, | 
The Ways of Wickedneſs had never try'd, 
Nor warping from the Right, perverſly turn'd afide, 
Bur when pernicious Change invading ſpread, 
And Error blind miſtaken Reaſon led : 
Error, 
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Error, Diſeaſe, and Death, like Victors 4 
Wide- waſting, o'er the World their Legions rents, 
And vanquith'd Minds and Bodies captive led. 

Hid in deep Shades benighted Reaſon lay, 

Shut from the Beams of Truth's Atherial Day. 


44 
From that ſad Zra Ignorance begun, | 


Thence a dull Train of doubting Ages run, 
And Beauty's ſacred Form remains unknown. 


Ir then the Genial Arts thou ſeck to know, 
Attend to what the ſkilful Muſe can ſhow, 
Sweet are her ſacred Rules and tunetuily they flow, 
Not ev'ry Man or Woman was deſign'd 
To propagate and multiply their Kind; 
« Forbid we rightly the Deform'd and Foul, 
* Toclothe with ill-ſhap'd Limbs the heav'nly Soul.“ 


BuT he who judges right of what is fie, 
With healthy Sons will healthy Daughters pair : 
As unperforming uſeleſs Drones, will drive 
The Meat and Sickly from the Marriage-Hive ; 
Whether a Man, by frequent Viſits, feel 
The gnawing Torments of the Gouty I; 

Or ſudden Epilepſies ſeize his Mind, 

Or bilious Cholick rack his Breaſt with Wind; 
Or on his waſted Lungs an Ulcer prey, 

Ora \ Conſumption ling'ringly betray | 

His pining Life, and murder by Delay, 
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An equal Portion every Limb beſtows, 
From every Nerve collected Nature flows: 
Whence by Traduction from the Father run 
III Habitudes, intail'd upon the Son; 

The latent Poiſon in the Bowels grows, 
And propagates a Family of Woes, 
How oft do Men their ill-ftar'd Birth bewail, | 
\iFs Condemn'd to a diſeaſeful Body's Jail! | 
| 7 How oft with vain Complaints they load the Skies, 
And guiltleſs Gods accuſe with fruitleſs Cries ! 
£ When the true Cauſe of their repeated Blame, 
Froma diſtemper'd feeble Marriage came. 
Let then a healthy Bridegroom and a Bride 
Be in connubial Leagues of Love ally'd ; 

If they deſire that future Times ſhould know, 

Too what a lovely Origin they owe 

A Race of Men, for all that's gen'rous born, 
Or to defend their Country, or adorn. 

The prudent Farmers, who of Heaven implore 

A plenteous Harveſt, and inereaſing Store; 

The fineſt of their Wheat for Seed retain, 

Nor ſow their Acres with corrupted Grain. 

Hence loaded Fields their annual Wealth unfold, 
And ſmiling Ceres waves in ſheafy Gold. 

5 Thus lab'ring Hinds, for a rich Crop of Corn,“ 

=> Impcov- their Ground, while you neglect with 5 
"= The grateful Soil, from whence Mankind is born: 
5 | Unwilling 


For Man's new curious Syſtem to compoſe, e 
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Unwilling, or unmindful, to produce 

From a hale Body, pure and generous Juice 

Which in clear Channels may unblended run, 

From the bright Father to the brighter Son. 

Is then the Price of Man no better known, 

Or God, who form'd thy Image from his own ? 

Cannot the Soul, which does with Art ſurvey 

The Stars, and travels o'er the milky Way, 

Ere& thy Spirits, and refine thy Clay ? 5 

Does Sloth ſupine in ſuch ſtrong Fetters bind 

Your abject Senſe, and make you leſs inclin'd 

To form a beauteous Temple for the Ætherial Mind? 
Nor is't enough that Marriages agree | 

In mutual Vigour, nd from Sickneſs free 

If you deſire an Off:pring, you muſt learn 

Another Leflon ol the firlt Concern, 

The nuptial Knot ſhou'd be with Equals ty'd, 

No ſanguine Bridegroom to a ſapleſs Bride; 

Nor ſhould a blooming Nymph, entomb her Charms 

In an old Huſband's monumental Arms. 


Sce how young Chloe, keen with ſtrong Deſires, 5 * 
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From her old wi:her'd Spouſe with Scorn retires, 
His frigid Kiſſes ſhuns, and languid Fires; 
With frequent Tears bedews her Face, and quits 
Her idle Drudge, and the deteſted Sheets. 


When Youth and Age are coupled for the Breed, 


YET more from Diſcord of unequal Seed, 
Diſeaſes in a fickly Train proceed. | 
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How 
And if at laſt a weakly Offspring's born, Loa 
Hou oft his wretched Being will he mourn? Beſi 
How oft a Life in Miſery extend, She 
WA Unuſeful to his Country, or his Friend? If v 
i To 
Non can we here ſorget the modiſh Crime, (Fo 
f | Which lights the Rules of our inſtructing Rhyme : Or 
How ill-adviſing Thirſt of Gold ſupplies W 
K The Want of Paſſion, and perverts our Eyes; An 
* Which to a Face Superior and Divine W 
Prefers the Monarch's Image on the Coin: * 
How, faſhionably vain, large Portions prove Tl 
Rebellious Subjects to commanding Love: He 
For if the Cheſts of a rich Father hold | A 
The ſacred Load of Writings, or of Gold; Hi 
If he can jointure a conſenting Mate A 
With the gay Ruin of a vaſt Eſtate 4 þ 
Blind with :e ſhining Hopes, each Nymph will run V\ 
Wich proff:r'd Beauty to the charming Son, 8 T 
While the fond Parents wiſh her wealthily undone : T 
Tho” the pale Wretch with ſure Contagion Kills, A 
Infected with an Hoſpital of Its, B 
And every vile Diſcaſe which crouds the weekly Bills: 
Tho' pining in the laſt Decline of Life, 
A fruitleſs Burden to his longing Wife. þ 
| How hard her Fate, who in her youthful Pride, J 
Pinds a dry Monſter ſnoring by her Side, 8 Y 
| A married Virgin ſhe, and widow'd Bride! f 


„ Of her loſt Bloom how oft will ſhe complain, 
And wet the joyleſs Sheets with nightly Rain 


How 
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How will ſhe childleſs mourn ! or what is worſe, 
Loath her deteſted Race, a heavier Curſe ! 

Beſides, if prompted by her ſtrong Deſires, 

She ſeeks new Springs to cool her wanton Fires; 
If wand'ring in the Search of Bliſs ſhe flies, 

To ſeek what her enervate Drudge denies; 

(For who wou'd wiſh a loathſome Joy to prove, 
Or languiſh in the Arms of fickly Love?) 

What rank Adulteries thy Houſe will ſtain, 

And croud it with a long promiſcuous Train, 
Which thou good natur'd Cuckold muſt maintain! 
"Tis true, the Bov, not thine, will bear thy Name, 
Tho' twenty Fathers have a better Claim. 

Here ſhall his Features, and his Mien expreſs 

A Baronet, and there his Groom confeſs : 

Here a young Colonel's warlike Look, or there 

A ſneaking Citizen's ſubmiſſive Air. 

Then fhall the hoarded Sums, and glittering Heap, 
Which thou haſt labour'd anxiouſly to keep; 

Then ſhall the Acres of thy rented Ground, 

The Flocks are Herds'with which thy Fields abound, 
All which to thee by long Deſcent have run, 
Be ſpent in Riot by a ſpurious Son. 
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No is our Sex leſs faulty than the Fair; 
Alike we fall within the gollen Suare: 
For if a Matron's Fortune can ſupply 
The Want of cach endearing Quality; 
Tho! fitter for a Forab than bridal Bed, 
Tho? Time ſits hoary on her ſhaking Head; 


Tho? 
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Tho" from her Eyes the brackiſh Humour breaks, 
And trickles down the Furrows of her Checks ; 

Tho! here and there a ſtraggling Tooth is ſet, 

A thin Plantation, and deform'd with Jet; 

Tho' huſky Coughs make an ungrateful Din, 

And Phthyſicks rattle from her Lungs within: 

Vet iſ this complicated Ill deſire, 

With Hõymen's Torch to light her dying Fire; 

If for connubial Joys enrag'd ſhe thirſt, 

To ſate her greedy and impetuous Luſt; 

Some younger Brother will perhaps incline 

To pay his Homage at her golden Shrine : 

Who with diſſembled Love will fondly run 

To kiſs the wither'd wealthy Skeleton ; 

Will fold the Beldam in his Arms to reſt, | 

And with diſſembled Joy pant on her Leathern Breaſt, 
But ah ! this Huſband of a large Eſtate 

Soon flags, and turns by quick Degrees to hate; . 
Quits the dull Carcaſe of the nauſeous Dame 2 | 
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Slights her dry Embers for a briſker Flame, 
And ſeeks with eager Heat a nobler Game: 
Some tender yielding Maid he longs to prove, 
Or ſome coeval Wife's unlawful Love; 
While, ſingle, his negleted Conſort lies, 

And waſtes the joyleſs Night in empty Sighs. 
Hence Tears, preluding to deſtructive Jars, 


And ſad Complaints to unaſſiſting Stars 
Hence deep Reſentments rack her jealous Head, \r 
For her wrong'd Honour, and deſerted Bed ! Ne 


Hence 
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Hence Study of Revenge her Love repels, 
And all the Woman riſes and rebels ! 
In wicked Arts and deadly Drugs ſhe deals, 
And with diſſembled Duty Rage conceals : 
While carelcſs he, and indolent of Thought, 
Drinks ſure Deſtruction in ſome fatal Draught. 
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Dp not the Tenets of Religion bind 
To ſacred Counſels my obedient Mind, 

Love ſhould be Liking; nor the nuptial League 

Be tied by Compact, or deſign'd Intrigue 

Of ſelfiſh Parents, who in Wedlock join 

Their Sons, to raiſe their Wealth, and not their Line. 
For ſhould wiſe Nature, for the Cyprian Joys, 
Direct a Couple in their mutual Choice, 

They would by Reaſon, not by Cuſtom led, 

Ne'cr tie a living Body to a Dead. 

Be baniſh'd then, unfit for amorous Sport, 

5 The fribling Dotard from the Paphian Court: 


ſt, 


Let Youth their Strength on Youth alone employ, 
And burn with equal Love and healthy Joy, 

o propagate Mankind, and people Earth 
Vith a ſound Offspring, and a generous Birth. 


Non, while I dictate theſe important Truths, 
Trateful to Maidens and unmarried Youths, 
Vould I to an Extreme as bad incline, ? 
And beardleſs Boys with unfledg'd V irgins join, > 
1 New to a Bluſh, and fond without Deſign. 9 
nce 
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For prudent Nature, who has then began 

To knit the Joints, and to confirm the Man, 

Has not as yet her genial Power diſtill'd, 

Nor with prolific Juice the Veſſels fill'd. 

If then a Damſel, who deſigns to wed, 

Would reap the Pleaſures of the Nuptial Bed; 
Let her (for Themis theſe ſtrict Rules ordains, 
To curb too forward Nymphs, and eager Swains) 
Expect with Patience, till the rolling Sun 

Has thrice fix Times his annual Journey run; 
Till her maturing Vears begin to bloom, 

And promiſe early Offspring to the Womb. 

For when the ſwelling Maſs is firmly knit, 

And the ripe Virgin glows with perfed Heat; 
Then roſy Streams from ſecret Springs abound, 
Which kindly bathe the fruitful Womb around; 
By Nature's prudent Care provided well, 

To feed the ſleeping Infant in his Cell: 

Then her ſoft Breaſts the Lover's Heart inſpire 
With tempting Heavings, and provoke Deſire. 
So ſhall the Youth attend, till Time begin 

With moſſy Down to cloath and fledge the Chin; 
Till the firm Channels ſwell with vigorous Blood, 
And rell, impetuous, a prolific Flood, 

Then, if kind Juno his Endeavours bleſs, 

He ſafely may the wedded Fair careſs, 

And venture on Love's ſoft and cloſe Receſs. 

If Youths and Virgins would theie Rules obey, 
And wiſely follow where J chalk the Way, 
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What beauteous Bloſſoms would their Labours bring ? 
What Fruits would in the bridal Chamber ſpring ? 
Would they with equal Conſtitutions join, 

7 1an would be all Harmonious, all Divine, 
And Angels heav'nly Looks would in GOD's Image 
| ſhine, 
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7 U T now the ceremonial Part is done, 

And the fair Couple are for ever One ; 

Their eager Wiſhes meet, and burn to 
prove 

he future Joys of unexperienc'd Love. 

| All Offices now paſt, which Forms require, 

With chearful Hearts the feaſted Friends retire, 

Bacchus himſelf, well ſated with the Store, 

Scarce carries his enormous Paunch beſore; 


Scornful 
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Scornful he views th' inverted Cups around, 
And draws the fuming Vapours from the Ground, 
he weary'd Youths more flowly now advance, 


Fro join the Virgins in the winding. Dance; 
While the ſoft Muſick meaſures out the Bound, 
2 And works the trembling Feet to ev'ry Sound. 
Then the great Maſter, to the ſpeaking Strings, 
The Sweets of matrimonial Pleaſure ſings, 
Kiſſes, and Smiles, and the preluding Toys, 
And laſt, the Product of ſubſtantial Joys, 
The beauteous female Births, and lovely graceful 


Boys. 


All Flames he blam'd, that far from Nature rove, 


In idle Eſſays of unfruitful Love; 

But prais'd the Kiſſes, which alte:nate pleaſe, 
And both the Giver and Receiver eaſe. 
The Matrons ſinil'd, and antient Sires ſevere 
J Skrew'd a divided Laugh, and flouting Leer. 


Bu r ſee ! the failing Day to Night reſigns, 


And Venus' Star to Venus“ Rites inclines : 


Away then Modeſty, nor dare appear 


With thy falſe Scruples, and fantaſtick Fear; 


But come, thou Vymen, with thy ſacred Light, 
The little Train of ſmiling Loves excite. 
Ye Mothers alſo, who theſe Toys have known, 
Aſſiſt me, and unlooſe the Virgin Zone; 
With me, to chear the fearful Maiden ſtrive, 
And tell her, ſhe may ſee the Morn alive: 
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For now the Spouſe impatient for Delight, 


Warms with the Thought, and ſtruggles for the Fight, a 


Let us engage, he cries, no longer ſtay, 
And waſte the Time of Love in dull Delay; 
No more, my Friends, th' expected Liſts deny, 
Nor envioully reſiſt a Bliſs ſo nigh : 

* Why ſhould we not the happy Combat prove, 
Free, as we are, and give a Looſe to Love? 


Horn, furious Youth—— Better thy Heat aſſwage, j 


And moderate a while thy eager Rage; 

For if the Genial Sport you now compleat, 
Full of the Fumes of undigeſted Meat, 

A thin diluted Subſtance ſhalt thou place, 
Too weak in Baſis for a Manly Grace, 

To rife in Figure juſt, and dignify thy Race. 
Advis'd, defer the Work, till Time produce 
A more mature, and well concocted Juice. 
Hard is the Rule, and Lovers oft complain; 
Tho' hard, yet proper for a vig'rous Strain. 


For this, the Wiſe, by Nature's Courſe, are taught, 
That when the Work is in the Morning wrouglit, 
The Rudiments of Man more aptly take 
A juſt Proportion, and a finiſh'd Make. 

This Reaſon proves; for when by Sleep oppreſs'd, 
At Night the weary'd Limbs relax with Reſt; 
The Warmth more ſlowly thro' the Skin perſpiresg 
And to the Seats of inward Life retires ; 
There 


Fight. 


age, | 
With new redundant Tides of Juices flow: 


Beautiful CHILDREN, 19 


There with a piercing and more ſubtile Heat, 
It forcibly ferments the paſſive Meat; 
Which by the Fibres of the Stomach wore, 


And for Digeſtion half prepar'd before, 


Leſſen'd aud chang'd, a milky Colour takes, 


And a quick Paſſage to the Liver makes; 
There chang'd again, a ruddy Tincture gains, 
And flowing onward, fluſhes in the Veius, 


From hence the Parts impregnated below, 


For as the Streams are in the Veſſels rgll'd, 


Z Thro' interwoven Net-work, Fold on Fold, 


Mix'd and remix'd with opirits as they pals, 
Enrich'd they riſe into a vital Maſs : 


Te Forms thus fix'd, the Principles refin'd 


Frame a fit Lodging for the heav'nly Mind, 


THrrs Caution then obſerve, and now forbear | 
With ill-tim'd Kiſſes to provoke the Fair; ** 


| Leſt Nature, hurry'd by too fierce a Toil, 


ht, 


Her lovely ſecret Operation ſpoil; 
And the beſt bliſsful Work imperfect done, 


Be curs'd hercafter by thy future Son. 


THe Seaſons too obſerv'd of ſov'reign Uſe, 
Much to a beauteous Progeny conduce 
Of all, the Spring-Embraces beſt ſucceed, 
Productive of the ſtrongeſt ſanguine Breed. 
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Then Nature kindly animates the Earth, 
And quickens with an univerſal Birth ; 

The Air impregnated with fruitful Rays, 
Reviving Force and genial Warmth conveys. 
But Summer-Heats the flowing Bile inflame, 
And prey too fiercely on the vital Frame; 


The Strength ſtill waſting as the Spirits fly, 


Defrauded Nature wants a due Supply. 
Nor leſs will Autumn's ſickly Turns impair, 
Nor the rough raging of a //7ntry Air, 


ST1LL hear, ye Huſbands, my inſtructive Muſe. 
And how the niceſt Time of Joy to chuſe : 
& Preſs not your Wives, tho' height'ned Luſt incite 
& The Soul to try the pleaſurable Fight, 


„ While the Blood monthly ruſhing from the Veins, 


& The flowing Womb with foul Pollution ſtains. 
For then the Seed unfructifying lies, | 
Or downward with the blended Torrent flies, b 


And in the common Maſs of Nature dies: 


Vain are thy Hopes, thy Puniſhment is juſt, 

And Childleſs thou ſhalt mourn thy forward Luft. 

So the Grain ſcatter'd by the careleſs Clown, 

While frequent Show'rs the moiſten'd Furrows drown, 
Will no Increaſe, no golden Harveſt yield, 

To load the Barn, and beautify the Field. 

But if by Chance the Seeds concurring fix, 


And with th* impurer Droſs of Nature mix, 


What a deteſted, miſcreated Thing, 
From ſuch ill- ſuited Principles muſt ſpring ? 


Foul | 
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Foul Leprous Spots ſhall with his Birth begin, 

Spread o'er his Body, and encruſt his Skin 

For the ſame Poiſon which that Stream contains, 
Transfer'd affects the forming Infant's Veins, 0 3 
Inbred it fixes deep, and radically reigns. 

Ye Huſbands then ſuch foul Embraces fly, 

And tho' provok'd, the nauſeous Bliſs deny; 

Let Nature for a clean Receiver ſtay, 

The Fruit will well reward thy wiſe Delay. 

« Ye too, fond Wives, who in exceſs of Joy 

6 Snatch at the Bliſs, and Heat and Strength employ, 

% Be modeſt; nor to ſhow the Woman's Force, 

% Diſgrace the Sex, and ſpoil the genial Courſe, 

The rude Concuſfion of ſuch frequent Strokes 

Too much the deſultory Womb provokes ;_ 

And thus the vital Tide is backward caſt | 1 
Through the ſame Channels which before it paſs'd. 

But if the Womb the ſruitful Seed retains, 

Compute the worthleſs Product of thy Pains; 

The ſhatter'd Fluid toſs'd from Side, 

Will ſtrain the Fetus, and the Parts divide; 

The Threads ſpun out to an unſinew'd Length, 

Nor active Spring ſhall boaſt, nor Manly Strengths 


Thro' ev'ry winding Turn, and mazy Thread, 

I follow Nature to her Fountain-Head. 

As I deſcribe, let the purſuing Eye 7 Fr 

The Form and Faſhion of the Vomb delſcry., % 
| bn - 2 


ForG1ve me, Nymphs, if by my Subject led 2 
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 BexeEATH thoſe Parts, where ſtretching to its 
Bound, 

The low Abdomen girds the Belly round, 
The Shop of Nature lies ; a vacant Space 
Of ſmall Circumference divides the Place, * 
Pear-like the Shape; within a Membrane ſpreads 
Her various Texture of menndrous Threads 
Theſe draw the Veſſels to a purſy State, 
And or contract their Subſtance, or dilate, 
Here Veins, Nerves, Arterics in Pairs declare, 
How nobler Parts deſerve a double Care ; 
They from the Maſs the Blood and Spirits drain, 
That irrigate profuſe the thirſty Plain 


The Bottom of the JYomb tis call'd ; the Sides are cleft, | 


By Cells diſtinguiſh'd into Right and Left. 
Tis thought that Females in the Left prevail, 
And that the Right contains the ſprightly Male. 


Where faſt compreſs'd the ſtiffen'd Nerve aſcends, 
And the warm Fluid with concurring Fluids blends, 
The Sages this the Womb's Neck juſtly name; 
Within the Hollow of its inward Frame, 
Join'd to the Parts, a ſmall Protub'rance grows, 
Whoſe riſing Lips the deep Receſſes cloſe. 

For while the Filler all his Strength collects, 
While Hope anticipates the fair Effects, 

The lubricated Parts their Station leave, 
And cloſely to the working Engine cleave ; 


A Paſſage here in Form oblong extends, c 


Each 
* The lower Cavity of the Human Body. 
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And either Sex commix'd, the Streams united glide. 


Gently ſubſides into itſelf again; 

The Seed moves with it, and thus clos'd within, 
The tender Drops of Being then begin. 

What Joy the Fibres of the Stomach feel, 


uch tickling Pleaſure thro' the Womb is ſents 
hen the firſt Particles of Life ferment. 
This eaſy Picture of the Parts explains 
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Each Veſſel ſtretches, and diſtendipg wide, | 
The greedy Womb attracts the glowing Tide, 5 


But now the Womb relax'd, with pleaſing Pain 


Long pinch'd with Hunger, at a grateful Meal, 


How frequent Motion no Effect obtains ; 
The Seed and Pleaſure loſt in eager Strife; 
A uſeful Leſſon to the forward Wife. 


Most Parents Wiſhes in one Channel run, 
Moſt think they are not bleſt without a San; 
Let ſuch attentive my Preſcriptions read, 

That teach to propagate the manly Breed. 

Nor do I partial to their Vows incline, | 
Since Males ſupport the Titles of the Line, 5 
And in their Anceſtors tranſmiſſive Glory ſhine, i A 
Tho? ſome to Satire form'd, and born to vex, | þ: 
Dare impiouſly profane the ſofter Sex, 

As Nature careleſs from her Purpoſe ſtray'd, 

And puny Girls by Accident were made; 
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By this Miſtake her Operation lame, 
Unwillingly ſhe huddled up the Frame, 
And thence the lovely charming monſtrous Creature 
came. 

But better Judges ſcorn this idle Dream, 
And ſtill ſhall Beauty hold its due Eſteem, + 
Man till ſhall praiſe and omar be the Theme. 

But yet we muſt our deſtin'd Taſk purſue, 

And tell what Precepts for a Male are due; 

That a long Race of future Sons may claim 

The mighty, venerable, Regal Name, 

And Honours which on princely Lines attend, 

From Son to Son ſucceſſively deſcend. 


The Sages grant, what they on Reaſon found, 
That Heat and Vigour in the Male abound ; 
This Truth by plain Experiment is ſeen, 
In Man's excelling Strength, and portly Mien, 
In well-knit Limbs, and cloſer Parts confeſs'd, 
And turgent Spirits heaving in the Breaſt : 
This too from their ſuperior Soul is prov'd, 
Unſhock'd by Danger, and by Fear unmov'd, 
From Parts to Bus'neſs turn'd, from Wit refin'd, 
And the long Studies of th' unwearied Mind, 
A proper Diet then become thy Care, 
A hotter Regimen thy Veins repair, 
Io fill the Blood with a ſublimer Fire, 
If to a Male thy eager Hopes aſpire : 
For all muſt own the generative Flood 
Is form'd, and temper'd from the Maſs of Blood. 
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eſe Parts anew the flowing Spirits range, 

And to a frothy //hite their Subſtance change. 
This may direct thee in the Choice of Meat, a 
n ſuch as moſt partake of Juice and Heat : 

hus as theſe Springs the lower Veſſels drain, 

he working Seed may to a Male attain. 

et more, if much thy longing With incline 

o prop with gen'rous Males the certain Line, 
Tis fit thou ſhould'ſt thy craving Genius treat 
Vith Food of more ſpirituous Parts replete; 
'he Womb theſe finer Vapours will require, 
And {till receiving more, will more deſire. 


WHarT Foods more aptly to the Work belong, 


Should be the Subject of my preſent Song; 


But Nature in her Courſe, profuſely kind, 
ourts cv'ry Taſte, and leaves lame Art behind; 
Vith open Hand her various Bleſſings ſows, 
\nd, unrepenting, all her Good beſtows. 
duffice it only, in a grateful Verſe, 
hy joyous Gift, kind Bacchus, to rehearſe : 
he Vine affords the gen'rous ſparkling Juice, 
hich will to Male-Productions moſt conduce; 
hat chief which reddens on Burgundia's Plain, 
here ſcarce the Skins the ſwelling Flood contain; 
And the ſweet Nectar which Campania fills, 
Or that which gladdens on the Aiſian Hills. 


Hg AR then, ye Wives, who to a Male incline, 
or bluſh to heighten your Repaſt with Wine; 
D 
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And let the Spouſe agreeing in the End, 

Drink moderate, and ſocial Glaſſes blend: 

1 or Nature, when ſhe moulded Woman's Frame, 
Gave Moiſture to her Womb, her Temper, Flame; 
And theſe exalted by the Vinous Heat, 

A proper Mixture for a Male compleat. 

Nor yet too frequent to the Liquor preſs ; 

The Juice is noxious taken to Exceſs : 

It floats in heavy and unactive Streams, . 
And damps the native Heat with ſickly Steams. 
Nature oppreſs'd, in her Foundation fails, 

Too groſs from thence to form the vig'rous ales, 


Fi > ww 


Non muſt thou only Father Bacchus ſpare ; 

Th' Idalian Mother aſks an equal Care: 

Forbear on either bad Extreme to touch, 

Kiſs not too often, nor yet drink too much, 

It &'er thy eager Wiſhes hope to hear 

The Name of Son ſound grateful in thy Ear: 

For frequent Joys too much the Spirits tire, 

And ſpoil that Fuel which ſhould feed the Fire : 
Hence thin and watry Particles they breed, 

And Female Births betray the weaker Seed. 

When Venus then, at Intervals purſu'd, 

Has giv'n kind Nature Time to work her Food; 

When the diſtended Veſſels proudly ſhow 

How full within the yital Humours glow ; 

Then let the Pair my juſt Directions uſe, 

And a fit Time for their Embraces ciiuſe, 
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AGAIN, the Morning for a Male is belt ; 
The Seed maturing in the Time of Reſt, 
A firm and well-cemented Bafis lays, 
From whence the luſty nervous Boy to raiſe, 


No muſt thou only this thy Care believe, 
That the cloſe Womb the fruitful Seed receive : 
But when the Streams of either Parent mix'd, 

Are in their proper Receptacle fix'd ; 

Let the Vie, mindful of the kind Deſign, 

Turn to the Right, and there at Eaſe recline : 

For in that Cell, the Seeds of Life begun, 

Will ſureſt work the Fluid to a Son. 

Who knows not that the Right the Left excels, 

That there ſuperior Heat and Vigour dwells ; 

From thence new Life diſtends each ſinking Vein, 
And re· inſpires the languid Pulſe again? 

Hence they who Nature with Attention read, 
Think from the Right the vig'rous Males proceed. 


SOME too who would advance the Rules of Leve, 
Defective Nature thus by Art improve; 

They the Jet Teſticle with Force reſtrain, 

That Nature may a fuller Stream maintain, 

ud thro” the Right the whole collected Tide, 
Cuſhing with more prolifick Virtue, glide. 

do when the Swains a luſty Race intend, 

hat ſcorn beneath the weighty Yee to bend; 
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Soon as the youngeſt of the Herd they find, | 
They faſt the Left, and weakeſt Veſſels bind ; 

And thus ſecur'd, he multiplies his Kind. 
Such Care to propagate the Male obtains, 

And thro' each Species undiſtinguiſh'd reigns. 


Why ſhould I more? or why offend the Sight 
With nauſeous Images of foul Delight; 
Why paint inverted Acts of luſtful Strife 
The paſſive Huſband and the active Wife; 
Why tell from whence miſhapen Births ariſe, 
Of Form diſtorted, and enormous Size ? 
Monſters, Hermaphrodites, a direful Scene, 
Too foul to mention, and for Verſe too mean. 


The Muſe appears——and with a modeſt Grace, [7 


A decent. Bluſh diffus'd upon her Face, 

In gentle Murmurs ſhe her Poet chides, 

And far from this ungrateful Subject guides. : 
Stop thy raſh Pen, and let thy Art appear 
Grateful and modeſt to the tender Ear, . 
And ſuch as Maiden Innocence may hear, 
Far from the Secrets of the Paphian Quire 
Let th' unmarried Bard and Virgin Muſe retire. 


WII ILIxe I follow where the Muſe invites, 


Next ſing we how the Fetus firſt is wrought, 
By rip'ning Time to due Dimenſions brought, 
And Man appears a perfe& Maſter-Drazght. 
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ROW the ſure Tokens of Conception 
P. heed ; 

A thrilling Joy attends th' ejected Seed; 
Th' impetuous Sally of a pleaſing Pain 


Vein. 


The Months retain'd, the Womb begins to cloſe, 
And from the ſwelling Breaſts a milky Fountain flows. 
Then, marry'd Nymphs employ your niceſt Care, 


[HE Ii, like yourſelves, you wiſh an Offspring fair; 
D 3 Neglect 
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Neglect does oft the hopeful Bud deſtroy, 


And blaſts the Promiſe of a comely Boy. 


Bur ſince kind Nature has to me diſplay'd 
Thoſe ſweet Receſſes where Mankind is made; 
Ye pregnant Matrons who deſign to ſhun. 
Thoſe Rocks on which ſome careleſs Wives have run, 
Mark me your Pilot : If you afk a Race 
Of a hale Body and a beauteous Face, 
(The Product of a pure prolific Juice) 
Obſerve the Leſſons of th' inſtructive Muſe. 


For if the Womb then glow with luſtful Fire, 
And, ev'n tho” pregnant, rage with freſh Deſire ; 
Some ſhapeleſs Creature will perhaps proceed 
From the ill-tim'd Embrace, and mar the Breed: 
Or a too violent Motion may bring forth 
A half-begotten, or abortive Birth : 

As in the youthful Spring we often ſee 

The flow'ry Bloffoms on ſome blooming Tree, 
Which promiſes delicious Fruit, and keeps 
The ſanguine Cherry for the Lady's Lips: 


But if ſome Wind, or ruder Clown ſhall ſhake 


The hopeful Boughs, or tender Branches break, 
The Longings of the teeming Wife are croſt, 
And all the early Hopes of Summer loſt, 

Ye Huſbands then, if Prudence guides, forbear 
Your dang'rous Kiſſes to the breeding Fs ir. 


Enough is paid to Love's indearing Charms, 


And fatal now becomes the Circle of your Arms. 
| Laſcivious 


run, 
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Laſcivious Goats and Wolves, by Nature wiſe, 
When big with Young, the vigorous Leap deſpiſe. 


HERE ſhould I ſing what neceſſary Food 
Suits with the pregnant Dame, and forms a gen'rous 


Brood ; 


But I omit : Let Sammarthanus* tell, 


Who on that Subject has preſcrib'd ſo well. 


Soo as the Fetus to the Womb is join'd, 
And founds a Temple for th' immortal Mind, 
* Beware, ye Matrons, how with Vapours preſs'd, 
© You form fantaſtick Viſions in your Breaſt, 
© Guard well your Eyes from Monſters, and beware 
No ugly or deformed Object enter there, 0 
But all diverting Sights, but pleaſing all and fair. 
For when the Work of Generation grows, 
Ard from the Brain a ſubtile Spirit flows, 
Which mingling in the Womb with genial Heat, 
Does there the fructify ing Humour meet, 
Wich arbitrary Power it ſtamps it chere, 
And binds th' obedient Maſs the Form impos'd to wear, 
But then this Power is otten apt to err, 
And oft imprints a harſh rude Character. 
So have I ſeen the Bakei's Hand beſtow 
All Sorts of Figures on the kneaded Dough ; 
In Beaſts, in Birds, in Men the Paſte is dreſs'd, 
And in ten thouſand Shapes adorns the various Feaſt, 


PEE 


* The Author of the Poem on nurſing Children, Sc. 
at the End of this, 
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Thus Fancy does the pliant Fætus wind, 
Thus makes Impreſſions on the feeble Mind. 


Ir then, ye Matrons, who conceive, deſign 
A future Offspring which may grace your Line; 
Let not your Fancy at all Objects fly, 
But keep ſtrict Reins upon your roving Eye: 
Shun ev'ry Thing which ſhocks your Senſe, and view 
Ingenuous Looks alone of ſhining Hue. 


Nor wonder that the Fætus ſhould hecome 
So pliant to Impreſſions in the Womb ; 
And yet the Mother ſhould untouch'd eſcape, 
Retain her Beauty ftill, and comely Shape : 
For as young Fruits, which on the Tree depend, 
Maturing may the loaded Branches bend ; 
Yet are no equal Combat to repel 
The Shocks of roaring Winds and rattling Hail, 
Nor can the Buffets of a Storm defy, 
Like the tough Trunk which dares the angry Sky ; 
So the ſoft Fœtus can ſo quickly feel, 
Obnoxious to receive the lighteſt Ill. 


*Tis certain then, this [mage does remain, 
For nine Months Space, deep rooted in the Brain; 
And this alone does frequently controul _ 
The beauteous Labour of the forming Soul, 
True ; Nature, ent'ring on her juſt Deſign 
To build a human Frame, a Work divine, 


Aſter | 
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After long Study, does at laſt begin 

To weave the Bowels of the Maſs within: 

And then to knit the various Limbs proceeds, 
And firſt with Blood the recent Veſſels feeds: 
Her next peculiar Care is to ſupply 

With Fleſh, the well-join'd Arm, and ſinewy Thigh: 
Lagſt, with th' extended Skin's becoming Grace, 

She ſpreads the Forehead, and adorns the Face. 

Now well ſecure your Thoughts, nor look too near, 
Or ſteddily on what may coſt you dear; 

For you may diſſonant Impreſſions take, 

From Nature's Law, and mar the beauteous Make, 


view 


3 Nox is't enough to ſooth your longing Sight 
Wich only what affects you with Delight, 
Or from uncouth, unſightly Things to run; 
ou muſt immoderate frequent Dancings ſhun, 
And take peculiar Caution how you move 
Too violent, when you firſt Conception prove, 
Or when the Embrye, lab'ring to break forth, 
Shall give ſure Promiſe of the approaching Birth; 
For at both Times, the Fætus in Suſpence, 
Cleaves to the Womb by ſlender Ligaments. 
And if a Matron, who would fain excel 
For a light nimble Heel, and Dancing well, 
Shall at ſuch Time delight to throw around 
Her ſpreading Arms, and ſkim along the Ground; 
She's juſtly puniſh'd, if from thence proceed, 
Or an untimely, or miſhapen Breed, | 
Iſter As 
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As a young teeming Nymph, who, by a Strain 


| 

In dancing, ſtruggled with a racking Pain, * 
Sent for the * Czar Sage, (than whom was found 1 
None more in the + Chironian Art renown'd) N 
Wbo told her, whence ſhe was ſo ſadly croſs'd, 6 
And the firſt Promiſe of an Offspring loſt ; . U 


How too much Motion, and too violent Speed, 
Had kill'd the Product of th' enliv*ning Seed; 


When the Formation was but juſt begun, A 
And the thin Thread of Life but newly ſpun. 5 
So if a Matron, eight Months gone with Child, 1 


Dance, like a Bacchanalian, looſe and wild, 
She ſurely brings the Birth before the Time, 
And dearly ſuffers for her fooliſh Crime. 
What Man can then endure th' indecent Sight, 
Who, at a Ball, on ſome rejoicing Night, 

A pregnant Lady in the Dance beholds, 

And mutual Arms lock'd in alternate Folds ? 
Yet tho' my Muſe the breeding Fair would fright 
From thoſe Diverſions which her Sex delight, 
She ſhould not therefore to Inaction lean, 

But follow Reaſon and her Golden Mean: 

For both Extremities alike diſpleaſe, 
Immoderate Motion, or immoderate Eaſe. 


a }þIt : at wo 


n 


— 


* Hippocrates, a famous Phyſician, born in the Iſland 

$, | | | | 

+ Chiron fir/t feund out the Art of Phy ſick. TY 
oth 


th 


Sloth with groſs Humours loads the racy Blood, 
And choaks the Paſſage of the vital Flood; 
That ſprightly Vertue, and ingenit Heat, 

Which ſhould the Fætus in juſt Form compleat, 
Oppreſs'd by Inactivity, retire, 

Unable to exert their generous Fire, 
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Bur well us'd Exerciſe will chear the Mind, 
And free the Spirits, which have ſlept confin'd 
Beneath a luggiſh Heap of miſty Fumes, 
Till the Soul wakes, and all her native Warmth re- 


ſumes : 


Hence the young Pris ner in the {amb tranſpires 

With greater Freedom, and ſound Health acquires, 
Well limb'd and hale, when Stranger to the Day, 

On the World's Stage he makes Life's firſt Eſſay, 


What gentle Labour will the Muſe impart, 
The Joints to ſupple, and inlarge the Heart ? 
Whether to ſlacken and unbend her Care, 0 


Bur what Diverſion, by the Rules of Art, 2 


The pregnant Matron to the Fields repair, 
In Coach, or open Chaiſe, imbibe the Morning Air. 


Of a fine Offspring or a beauteous Heir ; 

The Ring, where rattling Chariots run, forbear : 
In low'ry Meads and ſilent Fields be ſeen, 

Haunt the neat Garden, or the pleaſing Green, 0 
And taſte ſalubrious Air, and Zephyr's Breath ſerene. 


IF then you would not willingly deſpair 0 


But 
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But whether ſhall the pregnant Lady run, 
The biting. Cold and nipping Froſt to ſhun ? 


When Northern Winds the Lakes and Rivers freeze, 


Uncloath the Meadows, and diſrobe the Trees : 
Shall ſhe at home, like a Recluſe, confin'd, 
Mock the vain Malice of the pinching Wind ; 
And, wedded to a cloſe warm Room, deſpiſe 
The dreadful Seaſon, and inclement Skies ? 

I grant it proper, in a cover'd Place, 

Secure from Cold, to paſs the wintry Days, 
And breed a jolly, ſtrong, and healthy Race. 

But in the keeneſt Winters we behold 

Some Sprinklings of the Sun's refreſhing Gold, 
When, the Vinds ſilent, from the Sky he gleams, 
And ſparingly beſtows his ſmiling Beams : 

Then may the Pregnant to her Neighbours roam, 
And chearfully reſign her cloſer Home; 

Return a Viſit, and, o'er harmleſs Tea, 

Or ſprightly Mine, be jocular and free; 

Beguile the Minutes, till approaching Night, 

In merry Tales, and innocent Delight. 


AnD, which the Muſe ſhould have preſcrib'd before, 


Firſt, the Great Father of all Things adore ; 


Thro' him thy Womb conceiv'd, his heav'nly Pow'r 


Preſerves the Fœtus till the promis'd Hour: 
Frequent his Church, thy beſt Devotions pay, 
And holy Off rings on his Altars lay, 
Imploring that the future Maid or Boy 
May all their Hours religiouſly employ, 


Le, 


for Cy 


Do 


If tow'rd the opening Womb the Infant bend 
is forward Feet or either Hand extend. 
Or Back obverted to the Face expoſe, * 
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Do Actions worthy of an honeſt Fame, 

Till the Soul quit the Body's weakned Frame, 
Returning to the Sky from whence it came. 

From the firſt Moment you Conception find, 
Obſerve theſe Rules, and hoard them in your Mind ; 
Till, gathering Strength, and ripening into Birth, 
The young Increaſer of the peopled Earth 

Starts from the Barriers of the Womb, to run 


The Race of Life, when his firſt Thread is ſpun. 


Ax p when, by racking Pangs the Mother torn, 
The full-grown Infant labours to be born, 
And ftruggling into Air, explores his Way 


For more extended Room and larger Day 5 
Then chicfly, then your niceſt Care employ, | 

Nor ſpoil the Figure of the Coming Boy, 
Nor with diſtorted Limbs the beauteous Work — * 


His little Joints are pliant to command, 

Tender, and waxen to the moulding Hand : 

Then the leaſt want of Caution, or of Skill, 
May ſwell the Shoulders with a riſing Hill, 

With crooked Knees or ill-turn'd Shape, debaſe 

Th' imperfe& Praiſe of a well-featur'd Face. 


And double the tormented Mother's Throws, 
Let the wiſe Midwife's gentle Hand reſtrain, 
The dangerous Error and relieve her Pain; 


The 
E 4 
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The tortur'd Matron of her Load diſcharge, 

And from his Priſon the new Babe inlarge : 
Compoſe his Frame and ſo your Art apply, 

That his Head firſt ſalute the upper Sky. 

In every Bicth the Head firſt viſits Day ; 

Tis Nature's Rule which all born Things obey. 


AND now the Mother, when her Griefs are done, 
Sees her fair Self in a dclicious Son : 
The lawful Iſſue of the Nuptial Bed 
Muſt now be cheriſh'd, and in Cradle laid; 
Here let the careful Nurſe with eaſy Hand, 
Bind round his Waiſt the purple Swadling-Band, 
Leſt ſhe deform the ſoft and lovely Boy, 
And daſh th* expecting Parents future Joy: 
For at his Entrance in Life's early Scene, 
Too tight a Swathing will diſtort his Mien, 
And the baſe World with a malicious Sneer, 
Will the foul Burden on his Shoulders jeer. 
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Bes1Dzs, if for your Offspring you deſire 


With To keep his native Elegance entire, 

14 1 You muſt with ſpeedy Remedies difplace 

j 0 Thoſe Foes which oft invade the Childiſh Race; 
17 l Chiefly the Meaſles and Small Pox beware, 


hoſe Goths and Vandals to the tender Fair, 
V/hich pfant thick Ulcers, and young Beauty blight 
Wich pimpled Sores, ungrateful to the Sight, 


Strait 


* _ | E. 


5 * 
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Strait for Relief to ſome Phyſician fly, 
Leſt a foul Scar affect the ſparkling Eye, 
Or Noſe, or roſy Cheek, or dimpled Chin, 
Or roughen the ſmooth Surface of the Skin. 
How did Aminta, in her flow'ry Spring, 
Shine in the Box and ſparkle in the Ring |! 
Who could alas ! her numerous Graces tell, 
E'er to this Plague a Sacrifice ſhe fell ? 
What Lillies from her Forchead did it tear, 
And kill'd the little Loves which ſported there 
Not Cytherea could of late compare 
With Galatea's Smiles and winning Air; 
What Hecatombs of Lovers would ſhe flay, 
Till ſhe became this Tyrant's mournful Prey! 
Who with devoted ſacrilegious Arms, 
Robb'd her bright Temple of a thouſand Charms: 
Her dented Cheeks, where Roſes grew before, * 
And dropping Eyes, diſtribute Death no more. 
Daphnis was once the Beauty of the Plain, 
Till this Contagion ſeiz'd the lovely Swain: 
How was he courted ! How the Idol grown 
Of the fair Sex, and Darling of his own | 
Dapbnis the Breaſt of each Beholder fir'd, : 


nes 


Dapbnis alone the longing Nymphs defir'd, 

But now they pity whom they once admir'd. | 
blight But this is foreign to the Poet's Art, 4 
This pious Care is the Phyſician's Part : 
Who can endure my Raſhnefs, or excuſe 


The bold Preſumption of my daring Muſs ! 
| E 2 Unequal 


Strait 
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Unequal to the Province, ſhe reſigns 

The Charge to Sammarthanus learned Lines : 

Nor will ſhe tread where he has gone before, 

But ſtand aloof, and ſilently adore, 

If then, ye Matrons, you affect to know 

From whence theſe Spots, the worſt of Jud gments flow 
If from a beauteous Face you would remove 

Thoſe Stains, which damp the Sparks of kindling Love; 
Read what the Rules of Sammarthanus* tell, 

And hourly on his uſciul Pages dwell 2 


* The Poem at the End of this, 
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CALEDET HUS far the 3 of Love and Pleaſure 
3 Vp. treats, 
To bleſs the Iſſue of the lawful Sheets 3 - 
- Sa 1755 To form the envy'd Pride of either Sex, 
G85 88 And mould proportion'd Limbs, and paint 
the blooming Cheeks: 
A greater Taſk remains to crown the Whole, 


The innate Virtues of a ſpotleſs Soul : 


How 
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How lovely are the Graces of the Mind, 
With heav'nly Forms and youthful Beauty join'd! 


Max querulous, and prone to vain Complaint, 
Still talks of trifling Ills, and fancy'd Want; 


That Heav'n regards his Happineſs the leaſt, 


More juſt to Brutes, and kind to ev'ry Beaſt : 

With fruitleſ Diſcontent the fond Ingrate 
Blaſphemes the Gods, and blames indulgent Fate ; 
And thinks it hard that Man, (the Lord of All) 
Should from the warmer Womb a nated Infant crawl, 


WrarT, tho' my Mind (fays he) with Notions 
fraught, 
Boaſts an unlimited Extent of Thought ; 
And tho' ambitious Hopes and vaſt Deſires 
Confeſs a Soul ting'd with immortal Fires, 
If TI muft be a rude unfiniſh'd Sketch, 
By Nature form'd, and born a helpleſs Wretch ? 
Man the kind Womb by Force unwilling leaves, 
And with juſt Tears th' untimely Exit grieves ; 
Heav'n no Defence to him, no Covering gives; 
And thus the hard — Earth the ſhivering Babe re. 
ceives: 
While the bleſs'd Brutes, tho form'd of coarſer 
Mould, | 
Are not expos'd to Famine or to Cold ; 
Leſs Miſeries attend th' ignoble Birth, 
Tho' their dull Souls bend down their Looks to Earth, 
They 


* 
* 
* 


They by unerring Inſtinct all are taught, 

Ills to be ſhunn'd, and Pleaſures to be ſought: 

No outward Force the fearleſs Savage harms, 

Bold with his Strength, and fenc'd with native Arms; 

On ev'ry Hide thick ſhaggy Ringlets grow, | 

That dare the Club, and mock the coming Blow. 

The vigorous Bull the fierce Aſſailant ſcorns, 

And paws the Ground, and ſets his bending Horns, 

The ſcaly Fiſh ſport in their native Sea, 

And thus ſecur'd, they force the liquid Way. 

The Birds, on Wings well-pois'd, with emulous Pride, 

Race thro? aerial Tracks, and cut the yielding Void, 

The pregnant Earth each worthleſs Inſect treats 

With ready Viands, and unlabour'd Meats ; 

While ſhe on hated Man no Food beſtows, 

But got by weary'd Limbs, and ſweating Brows. 

Beſide that heav'nly Spark and active Fire, 

That does ſound Senſe and ſolid Worth inſpire; 

That innate Reaſon we ſo greatly hoaſt, 

Is oft by Ignorance dull'd, by Paſſion croſs'd, 8 

In winding Doubts and mazing Errors loſt. 

When firſt the Wretch a ſlumb'ring Infant lies, 

No Gleams of Thought, no Starts of Paſſion riſe : 

The Notions all are ſullied and diſpers'd, 

While the ſad Mind, in groſſer Clay immers'd, 

In Darkneſs fleeps ; and an unthinking State, 

More happy thus than when ſhe feels the preſſing 
Weight, | 


For * 
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For when flow Time, and ſtudious Care reveals 
Where ſacred Truth is hid, and Honour dwells ; 
When by an odious Train of formal Rules, 

And the rough Diſcipline of tedious Schools, 

Man comes to Reaſon, and begins to know; 

The glimmering Lights, at beſt, imperfe& ſhow, 
What is our Good, but cannot Good beſtow, 
For ah ! what Pains and Doubts diſtract the Soul, 
While fond Deſires the Judgment's Choice controul! 
How hard a Taſk to guide th' unruly Will, 

Or fix the certain Bounds of Good and III! 

To ſtill vain Hopes, and ſudden Fears ſubdue, 

And flying Truths with ſteady Eyes purſue ! 

Or Virtuc's doubtful Ways to gueſs aright, 

While Error's pleaſing Paths our ftraying Steps invite 
How great a Toil to item the raging Flood, 

When Beauty ftirs the Maſs of youthful Blood ; 
When the ſwoln Veins with circling Torrents rife, 
And ſofter Paſſions ſpeak thro' wiſhing Eyes 

The Voice of Reaſon's drown'd, in vain it ſpeaks, 
When haſty Anger dyes the glowing Checks, 

And vengeful Pride hurries the Mortal on 

To Deeds unheard before, and Cruelties unknown : 
Such is the Thing call'd Man; and this is Life, 

An endleſs War of Thoughts, and an eternal Strife. 


Tuvs the bold Wretch——Ah ! too profanely Wiſe, 
And partial to himſelf, inceſſant cries ; 
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Judge unfit to ſearch Heav'n's ſecret Ways, 
00 oft blaſphemes the Power he ought to praiſe. 


49 


reals 
* 


Bur groundleſs Murm'rings are with Eaſe reprov'd * 
day, is not Man by the great God belov'd ? 
Man, Lord of all, and the Earth's darling Pride, 
Tho' form'd of Ether, and to Heav'n ally'd : 
By Reaſon taught, and touch'd with purer Light, 
O'er all beſide He claims a Sov'reign Right; 
The kinder Pow'rs infus'd a nobler Mind, 
To ſway the World, and rule the beſtial Kind. 
What tho the Babe begins his Life with Cries, 
When ſudden Light diſturbs his weaker Eyes : 
he new-born Man, unlike the hairy Bfeaſt, 
Comes from the Womb (as from his Bed) undreſt? 
avite since the kind Mother, with indulgent Care, : 


Will ſwathing Bands, and ſoft Array prepare 
o wrap the tender Limbs, and ſkreen the piercing 
©» Air: 

She ſafe defends him from attending Harm, 


* 


55 And hugs him cloſe, and keeps the Infant warm; 
Till ſettled Limbs ſupport the darling Boy, 
Who wanton ſmiles, and runs to ev'ry Toy: 
ben trivial Knowledge, and firſt Thoughtscommence, =Þþ 
i And Reaſon's Twilight gleams in liſping Senſe : | 
rife. I But when it ſhines in full Perfection bright, 
5 The conſcious Mind purſues her boundleſs Sight. 


Man ſees thro? all: one View t'his Knowledge brings 


The Chain of Cauſes, and Reſult of Things : « 
| | The 
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The Creatures all obey ; he gives the Word, 

They patient yield, and own their deſtin'd Lord: 

While Wiſdom's Clue guides thro? Life's wild'rin 
Maze, | 

Shows Vertue's Path, and Sin's declining Ways, 

(The different Tracks of Infamy and Praiſe) 

And fpecious Ills unmaſks, and hidden Good diſplays: 

It marks the Road direct to real Bliſs, 

And ſecret tells him when he aQs amiſs, 

Hence well-form'd States are propt with wholeſon 

Laws. 

And juſt Decrees ſupport the rightful Cauſe ; 

Arts are improv'd, and Turrets high adorn'd 

. Deſpiſe the ruder Caves, by Nature form'd; 

Bright Palaces o'erlook the neighb'ring Woods, 

And ſmoaky Towns enereaſe the flitting Clouds, 

Nature in vain conceals her precious Ore, 

Men rifle all, and ſearch the hidden Store. 


TEE Soul ('tis true) condemn'd awhile by Fate 
To this dull Priſon, gricves the prefling Weight : 
Continu'd Doubts, and endleſs Tumults riſe, 

While Reaſon dictates ſtill what Senſe denies : 

Preſt down by Clay, ſhe ſtoops to low Deſires, 

And dotes on Earth, and fancy'd Good admires. 
But when the riſing Mind impartial views 

Her wond'rous ſelf, and her own. Thought purſues, 
How vain the tranſtent Show of Things around, 


What worthleſs Baits are guilty Pleaſures found [ E 


k. 4 


9 y 


_ vY 


9 4 = F „ 
wr 9 
—nT ” 


Beautiful CHILDREN. 47 


She ſpurns her Cage, and takes unbounded Flight | 
: o Heav'n, her blisful Home, and to Ethereal Light. 
ild'rin | 
Nor that the Soul at onee her Freedom ſees ; 
he mighty Work is form'd by flow Degrees: 
Firſt wholeſom Rules reſtrain unheedful Youth : 
And reconcile the ſickly Mind to Truth: 
Duty enforc'd, and Vertue's ſacred Lore 
imely imbib'd, will ſovercign Health reſtore, 
Tis true, an high Deſcent, an ancient Line, 
And th* envy'd Honours of a Race Divine, 
The* ambitious Soul to generous Acts incline : 
The purer Blood with nobler Warmth inſpires, 
And vertuous Sons deſcend from vertuous Sires. 
But ah ! negleed Blooms will ſoon decay; 
$, A thouſand Baits unguarded Youth betray, 
Till kind Inſtruction has the Mind improv'd ; 
(For Truths oft taught are not with Eaſe remov'd.) 
But if this firſt great Taſk be left undone, 
97 We ſoon ſhall mourn a looſe degenerate Son; 
. The Work is ruin'd, tho ſo well begun. 


iſplays: 


hole ſom 


SAY therefore, are not thoſe abſurdly vain, 
Vi ho cauſe their Children's Fate, and then complain; 
Wbo with a hopeful beauteous Offspring bleſt, 
Forget themſelves, and hire unwholeſom Breaſts 
And to ſome common Wretch commit the Care 
Of Inſant- Cælia, or the future Heir? 
91 Deſides 
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Beſide Diſeaſes, and unnumber'd Ills, 

That latent ſpread, and flow in milky Rills, 
That from bad Teats, and putrid Channels paſs, 
And taint the Blood, and mingle with the Maſs; 
The noxious Food conveys a greater Curſe, 
Even the meaner Paſſions of the Nurſe ; ' 

Th' unthinking Babe ſucks in the deadly Bane, 
And new-form'd Luſts the native Virtue ſtain : 
Who draws the flaggy Breaſts of wanton Dames, 
Shall baſe Deſires inbibe, and burn with guilty Flames, 


Bur when the kind, the prudent Dame is found, 
Wholeſome and chaſte, in Mind and Body ſound ; 
The next great Leſſon bids, with early Pain, 
Inform the Infant-mind, and mould the yielding Brain. 
For tho' a Wretch to foul Attempts incline, 

Merely by Nature urg'd, and not Deſign ; * 
Tho? tainted Juices in the Womb prevail, 
And ſtain the Birth, and*ſecret Guilt entail ; 
(As oft ill Humours will affect the Mind, 
While ſhut in Body and to Earth confin'd) 
Yet vertuous Rules will new Deſires inſti), 
And ſtraiten to themſelves the warping Will: 
Precepts well urg'd will rifing Luſt controul, 
Give a new Turn, and Beauty to the Whole, 
And from its winding Trad reſtrain the byaſs d Soul, 


Tuus Socrates was obſtinately good, 
Vertuous by Force, by Inclination lewd 


When 


Beautiful CHILDREN. 49 


When ſecret Movements drew his Soul aſide, 

He quell'd his Luſt, and ſtemm'd the ſwelling Tide, 
uſtain'd by Reaſon ſtill, unmov'd he ſtood, 

And ſteady bore againſt th opooſing Flood: 

He durſt correct what Nature form'd amils, 

and forc'd unwilling Virtue to be lis: 

Fame circling flies thro* ev'ry Grecian Town, 

Proclaims the Sage, and makes the Hero known : 
\pplauſe from Men might not alone ſuffice 


James hey ſtiled him Good, but Heaven pronounc'd him 
Wiſe. 


Bur if the painful Muſe with anxious Care, 
Should ev'ry Truth, or ev'ry Rule declare, 
Brain nd on each Branch with tedious Niceneſs dwell, 

To endleſs Tomes the mighty Taſk would ſwell 

Let thoſe firſt Maxims, which will Vice remove, 
hildhood correct, and blooming Youth improve, 
The Verſe ſhall tell; and with what ſtudious Care, 
ndulgent Parents form the growing Heir: 
Vhile yet the helpleſs Babe, unthinking, lies 
till mute, but when he tells his Pain in Cries ; 
Vhile yet the Parts with ſoft'ning Moiſture fill'd, 
ink at the Touch, and to Impreſſion yield: 
Vhile the lax Sinews have no vigorous Spring, 
hen mould, and ſhape the ſoft and tender Thing, 
1 Little let the future Man be ſeen, 
ind form the Body to a graceful Mien: 
ought now demands the Parents daily Care, 
ut how to warm, and feed the Infant Heir: 
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By eaſy Motion, and indulgent Arts, 

Now ſhape the Limbs, and fix the hardning Parts. 
No Time as yet to teach, or change the Will ; 
No buſy Thoughts diſtinguiſh Good from Tl. 
Unus'd to Clay, a-while th' impriſon'd Mind 

Is at a Loſs to think, when thus confin'd ; 

But ſlumb' ring lies, and pent in Darkneſs ſhows 
No active Force; no Spark of Reaſon glows, 
And ſcarce the Soul her own Exiſtence knows. 


SO when the coming Morn looks faintly bright, 
And gilds the Mountain-tops with weaker Light ; 
When firſt the'Sun, unwilling, leaves the Sea, 
And ruddy Dawn begins the early Day ; 

The watry Drops ſtill hang upon his Beams, 
And trembling Light breaks in imperfect Gleams. 
But when the God has ſhook his dewy Head, 


And cooling Moifture falls on ev'ry Mead, 


His brighter Orb its wonted Force regains, 
And ſpreads diffuſive Heat, and chears the ſmiling 
Plains. 


Bur when the ſtronger Limbs to Firmneſs grow, 
And Babes begin their Parents Voice to know 
When toying Childhood grateful Mirth affords, 

And tells its trifling Senſe in faultring Words, 

Then ſtrengthen too the Mind, as yet but weak, 
Teach then the conſcious Soul her God to ſeck, | 
And let her liſp the Praife flie cannot ſpeak, 
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Oſt talk of Him, and tell the awful Name, 

And how this All from that Fir/? Being came, 0 

And whoſe kind Influence ſtill preſerves the beauteous 
Frame. 

When burſting Vapours echo in the Skies, 

And flaſhing Lightnings ſtrike the trembling Eyes; 

Tell him, 'tis Heav'n incens'd that thus repeats 

Afﬀrighting Sounds, and ſpeaks in angry Threats, 

When heedleſs Men forget the ſacred Law: 

Thus teach the Child, and thus the Infant awe. 

Theſe early Traces in the tender Brain, 

Will fix the Notions which will long remain. 


Mer Reaſon, by its own Reflection taught, 
May find a God, and ſeek the nobler Thought; 
May ſearching gueſs the Origin of Man, 

And how itſelf, and how the World began, 

But ah !—if not improv'd by friendly Art, 

Reaſon untaught theſe Truths will low impart. 

'Tis hard to wake when drowſy Miſts ariſe, 

And pleaſing Slumbers cloſe the willing Eyes: 

Such is the Toil, for an untutor'd Mind 

To rouze itſelf, or hidden Truths to find. 

The Youth thus taught, how Heaven will be obey'd, 

And what Returns of Duty muſt be paid ; 

Then farther teach, and let him early know, 

What to ourſelves, and what to Men we owe. 

Now ev'ry tender Sentiment improve, 

And let the Heart with ſofter Paſſions move. 
2 When 
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When Vices firſt their baleful Influence ſhow, Loſe 


And when his little Checks with Anger glow ; Is ea 
When once the Seeds of partial Hate appear, The 
Or envious Rage lets fall a ſilent Tear, Ranſ 
Then Parents, if you love your growing Heir, Let | 
Be juſtly angry, nor Correction ſpare, 9 And 
But kill the noxious Weeds with timely Care. Nor 
Now Wrong forbid, and teach what Rules are juſt, Why 
And what the Ties of Love and mutual Truſt ; The 
What Honour bids, and Gratitude requires, dhe 
And what Reſpect is paid to hoary Sires, The 
A Father's Love and Mother's Care commend, The 
And tell what Pains the anxious Birth attend. Thc 
What Wretch, when thus inform'd, will not obey The 
The Author of himſelf, and grateful Honours pay ? By 
Then fix the Bands of Government, and ſhow For 
Who are the Sov'reign Pow'rs which rule below; It ft 
Who by juſt Laws, and an impartial Sway, The 
Protect the Good, and make the Ill obey. | It bi 
And 
Bur when the reaſoning Soul extends her View, Act 
And dares look round, and the vaſt Search purſue; Ane 
By Learning then the ruder Ore refine, Ane 
Poliſh the Whole, and make the Work divine: But 
Ingenuous Arts will mildly purge away Thi 
The droſſy Subſtance, and the baſe Allay. Th 
Say, is not this the ſoft, the docile Age, Bat 
Whoſe Actions will the future Man engage? Of 
Now vig'rous Streams ſpout from the lab'ring Heart, Ane 
And ready Wit and lively Senſe impart. Th 


Loſe 


By a juſt Hiſtory the Mind's improv'd, 


But thoſe who wild romantick Stories ſeign, 
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Loſe not the Time: The moiſt, the tender Brain 
Is eaſy form'd, and will each Hint retain. 

The Soul's prepar'd for Wiſdom's ſacred Lore; 
Ranſack the Grecian and the Roman Store. 

Let the Youth labour with inceſſant Pains, 

And hourly read, and ſearch the great Remains. 
Nor Authors of a modern Date diſdain, 

Whoſe worthy Labours antient Truths explain» 
The Muſe will fill admire the Latian Groves, 
She the bleſt Soil, and happy Climate loves. 
The French in Language pure, in Senſe polite, 
The willing Reader to the Taſk invite. 

The lofty Spaniard is inſtructive found, 

Tho' ſoaring in his Flights, and fond of pompous Sound» 


For Men are ever by Example mov'd. 

It ſhows the World, and to Reflection brings 

The Fail of Empires, and the Fate of Kings. 

It brings back Time, and the paſt Age retrieves, 

And here th' immortal Chief unenvied lives. 

Actions thus told heroic Worth inſpire, . 
And kindle in the Soul an active Fire, 5 
And ſtir the Breaſt with emulous Deſire. 


The Fuſtian Hero beyond Nature ſtrain; 
They form new Worlds, and tell of Kings unknown, 
Battles ne er fought, and Victories neter won, 
Of monſtrous Giants, and unequal Fights, | 
And Dragons fell engag'd by doughty Knights; 8 
The fairy Scene by pompous Show delights. 
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By Fancy rul'd, weak Judgments pleaſe themſclves 


With Chiefs enchanted, and with wand'ring Elves. 
But let the Youth the empty Tale deſpiſe, 
Remove the vain Amuſement from his Eyes; 
For falſe Idea's, if indulg'd, at laſt 

Deprave the Morals, and debauch the Taſte, 
But {till the Muſes claim a juſt Eſteem ; 

The Bard ſees Viſions, but Romancers dream, 
The moral Verſe will always be admir'd ; 
Poets may teach, for Poets are inſpir'd. 

Virtue thus dreſt, is lovely in Diſguiſe ; 

And Ver ſe will find him, wha a Sermon flies. 


Ap now the Voice to manly Accents breaks, 


And the firſt Down o'erſpreads the blooming Cheeks, 


When thus encreaſing Strength, and youthful Fire 
Forward to Action, vigorous Thoughts inſpire, 
And puſh him on to Love, and gay Deſire; 
Then reſtleſs Paſſions, with a ſudden Flood, 
Diſturb the Man, and ſtir the riſing Blood. 
Nonthe Tides ſwell, and foamy Billows roll, 
And rapid Torrents hurry on the Soul. 

Youth fondly mocks the Dictates of the Wiſe, 
And ſcornful ſmiles, when hoary Hairs adviſe ; 


The wanton Swain, when fluſh'd in blooming Years, 


The leaſt Reſtraint (ah too impatient !) beats. 


Yet a bright Ray may pierce the yielding Shade, 


And ſudden ſhine around the darkſome Glade, 
Wiſdom will buoy the ſinking Soul, and fave 
Amidit the Floods, and dare the coming Wave, 


But 


J 
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put ah | unwearied watch, with Caution ſteer, 
And careful look, when winding Gulphs appear 
Dr ſoon in the ſwift circling Current toſt, 

You'll whirl around, and be in Eddies loſt, 


Bur would you throughly purge the vicious Stain, 

*xert the Man, and let no Paſſion reign ; 

Believe the Soul, when freed from preſſing Clay, 

Vill to ſome unknown Region wing away, 

Think rightcous Heav'n will its own Laws regard, 
\nd puniſh thoſe whom Juſtice can't reward, 

But if no Fiends in gloomy Darkneſs howl, 

or Ghoſts in airy Forms confeſs the Soul : 

f ſulph'rous Lakes, and livid Fires below, 

To Prie/ts their Being, or to Stateſmen owe 

{ vain we hope a bright Expanſe above, 

Vhere Spirits riot in Exceſs of Love ; 

f aſter Death be nothing, nothing Death 

But th' utmoſt Limits of a Gaſp of Breath; 

f theſe are all Dreams, Whimſies, and no more, 
irſt made by Fear, and then enſorc'd by Pow'r, 
Vhat Motive can reclaim the careleſs Boy? 

eil give a Looſe, and graſp the fleeting Joy; 
Tcedy indulge what Pleaſures now invite, 
and ſnatch. the preſent Moments of Delight: 
but future Joys believ'd, or future Pain, 

Vill curb the wild Defire, and ev'ry Luſt reſtrain. 
o trace th' intelligible World, and find 

h' immortal Nature of an active Mind, 
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Is th* utmoſt Height, and moſt exalted View, 9 
That Reaſon here can reach, or Thought purſue. 
To know our God, and know ourſelves, is all 
That we can Happineſs or Wiſdom call. 


JvsT Notions will into good Actions grow, 
And to our Reaſon we our Vertues owe: 
Falſe Judgments are th* unhappy Source of Ill, 
And blinded Error draws the paſſive Will; 
Deceiv'd by Show, we ſeldom think with Care, ö 


While with falſe Beauty and affected Air, 
Too often tis the Dreſs that makes the Fair. 


But let not ſpecious Errors ſoon betray; Th. 
Unmaſk the Cheat, and chaſe the Clouds away, 0 Th 
Long doubt, and oft reflect, and firm Aſſent delay. | By 
But ah ! the Race of Life is eaſy run, Th 
© While tedious Science is as yet begun; An. 
Thought mult the previous Strokes of Senſe attend, 
And huddled Images but flow aſcend. WI 
From earthy Dregs the circling Fogs ariſe, Da 
And miſty Vapours ſkim before our Eyes ; Bu 
The Soul is forc'd, while pent in darkſome Clay, Att 
To grope in Shades, and gueſs the doubtful Way, He 
Great is the Toi), but glorious is the Prize; Fa 
Who would not always labour to be wiſe ? Bu 
Thus Heav'n decrees, and we muſt ſearch to find, W 
Or wink for ever, be for ever blind. Th 
Th 


No may we hence indulge a wild Conceit, 
And vainly hope to climb the utmoſt Height ; 


To 
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o view the inmoſt Eſſences of Things, 

nd Nature's hidden Laws, and ſecret Springs: 

She coyly hides, and ſhifts her various Shapes, 

Slips from th' Embrace, and ev'ry Eye eſcapes. 
Knowledge has Bounds, that flint th* unwilling Soul; 
For finite Reaſon cannot graſp the Whole. 

Ve ſee enough t' employ the lab'ring Mind, 

Nor may we ſearch what Heav'n forbids to find. 

Mark how the Orbs their finiſh'd Courſe renew, 

ill move alive, and conſtant Rules purſue. 
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Look up, and then conceive, how vaſt, how bright, 
That ine xhauſted Source of joyous Light! 
Think, if the ſluggiſh Earth be downward preſt 
By its own Weight, and courts unactive Reſt, 
Th' unweary'd God to daily Toil ſucceeds, 
And drives th' ZEtherial Stage, and guides the flying 
Steeds; 
While we, dull and unmov'd, ſee all beſide, 
Dance the ſwift Round, and circle thro' the Void, 
But if the Sun fix'd in his Central Throne, 
Attracts the Planets, and commands alone, 
He tunes the Spheres, and they harmenious ſound, 
J Earth too becomes a Star, and keeps the conſtant Round 
But whate'er Syſtem Fancy may approve, 
Whether we like to reſt or chuſe to move, 
Th' Effect's the ſame, and one Almighty Cauſe 
The Motion firſt began, and fix'd th' unerring Laws, 


THE 
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Tur Atomiſt may groundleſs Schemes purſue, Vh 
T” explain the old World, or create a new ; 
Well-pleas'd he may indulge his wandring Thoughts, 
And endleſs Voids conceive, and flying Motes. 

But let theſe roll long in the boundleſs Space, 


Then meet, and form an indigeſted Maſs ; Man 
If Motion thus with thoughtleſs Chance combine, nn 
And huddled Bodies cloſe without Deſign, ar 
A rude and ſhapeleſs Chaos will ariſe ; o 
No ſmiling Meads below, above no vaulted Skies: By t 


And 
far 
\nd 


Till ſome bleſt Pow'r at length reduce the Whole, 
Divide the Parts, and give an active Soul. 
Ah ! might Reflection to the Mind diſcloſe 


What different Particles this All compoſe 3 Mea 
Might we but trace the Springs as yet unſeen, And 


And ſecret Movements of the vaſt Machine, The 
The ſeveral Figures and the Motions know, 
To which the Species their Diſtinction owe: 


Tho? various Forms adorn the beauteous Frame, he 
Matter (unlike it ſelf) is all the ſame. In! 
From the ſame blended Elements proceed Anc 
The ſcented Flower, and peſtilential Weed; For 
They form the yielding Graſs, and flinty Stone, Ia 
And waving Crops, by ſportive Zephyrs blown. WI 
Hence in cool Shade the humble A4yrile grows, Att 
And high the Oak extends his leafy Boughs. Th 
The living World has the ſame common Birth, Ane 
Here ſlower Inſects cling to Parent Earth; Thi 
Now bleating Flocks we hear, and lowing Herds, Ex: 


And the more grateful Harmony of Birds; 
While 


ts, 


'3 


Vhile ſportive Fiſh thro' watryMazes roam, 
and with a ſilent Joy poſſeſs their native home, 


CausEs remote from our Obſervance fly, 
Ve have a nobler Object always nigh; 
an, lordly Creature | in whom Beauties meet, 
nnumber'd, and the lovely Frame compleat. 
ark the nice Structure, and the wondrous Art, 
ow juſt theWhole, how curious ev'ry Part. 
By the Child's Features we the Parent gueſs, 
and Looks divine an heav'nly Sire confeſs. 
fan amiably majeſtick walks ere, 
and from th' inferior World commands Reſpect: 
Meaſon curbs Force, and gives to Fury Laws, 
And fierceſt Creatures to Subjection awes : 
They conſcious yield, and own the righteous Sway, 
and their juſt Sovereign paſſively obey. 
Man is the Univerſe, in little ſhown, 
he ſcatter'd Beauties here are join'd in one ; 
In him the ſeveral Motions are explain'd, 
and the great World is in the leſs contain'd. 
For as th* Almigbty's Throne is fix'd on high, 
(Far from theſe lower Spheres, and arched Sky) 
Where Seraphs and Cherubic Orders ſtand, 
Attend the Nod, and wait the bleſt Command ; 
Then with angelic Motion ſwift obey, 
And inſtantly themſelves to fartheſt Worlds convey : 
Thus ſeated in the Brain, the reaſoning Soul 
Exalted fits, and there diredts the Whole. 
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And ſulph'rous Vapours thunder in the Skies. 


And the Tongue faulters in half-utter'd Threats. 


At the leaſt Hint the conſcious Spirits ſtart, 
Loaden with Images from ev'ry Part; 
In branched Tubes the ſubtile Atoms roam, 


And from each Senſe bring freſh Advices home. 

The immaterial Mind attends above, 

While they inform how outward Objects move. 

The God of Light ſends down his ſtreaming Rays 

On the warm'd Earth, and chears with ſmiling Days. 

And thus the central Heart the Source contains 

Of vital Heat, and in its Cavern ſtrains 

The bubbling Streams, that ftretch the ſwelling 
Veins, 

Still it conveys the ſwift returning Blood, 

And reſtleſs thus maintains the circling Flood. 

The Sun (when Summer-Heats the Spring ſucceed) 

Changes the tarniſh'd Verdrue of the Mead : 

Thedry'd up Rills no longer murmuring creep 

O'er the ſmooth Pebbles, and invite to fleep ; 

But buzzing Inſects make an uncouth Noiſe, 


So when the Heart tumultuous Paſſions move, 
If melting in the ſoſter Flames of Love, 

With quicker Strokes the haſty Pulſes beat, 

And glowing Cheeks confeſs the inward Heat : 
Or if fierce Rage provoke, and vengeful Ire, 
The Eyes then ſparkle with unuſual Fire : 

Ah! ſoon the Flames their rapid Fury ſpread, 
And colour all with a malignart Red. 

Curſes and Oaths th' unthinking Wretch repeats, 


H ow 
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ow like the Earth mix'd with the watry Maſs, 
here troubled Seas the ſlimy Land embrace, 

\re Man's leſs noble Parts, th' inferior Drain, 
Vhere forc'd the cruder Sediments remain ? 

ere ſtagnate Filth, and acid worthleſs Lees, 

and noiſome Heaps from various Foods encreaſe. 
ence windy Fumes, and ſudden Vapours ſpread, 
hat ſwell the Breaſt, and rack the aching Head, 

ill forc'd by ſtronger Nature to retreat, 

They melting fall, and all diſſolve in Sweat: 
Diſpers'd in watry Drops they pain no more, 

But work inſenſibly thro ev'ry Pore. 

And as the Sun by his own Heat exhales 

Clouds from the Sea, and Fogs from marſhy Vales ; 
Which (tho baſe born) ambitious higher move, 
Prevent the Light, and hide the Worlds above : 

So from corporeal Dregs the Miſts condenſe, 

And intercept the Meſſengers of Senſe. 

Hence the clogg'd Spirits their Confinement mourn, 
And Reaſon waits in vain the ſwift Return, 

The clouded Images their March delay, 0 


Till the rouz'd Soul, by a ſuperior Ray, 
Breaks thro' the Shade, and urges on the Day. 


Bor if external Features may ſurprize, 
And a juſt Texture charm th* unweary'd Eyes; 
What are the Godlike Beauties we admire, 
When conſcious Souls within themſelves retire ? 
Th Angelick Natures, tho' awhile immur'd, 
w vet know they are from Age and Death ſecur d. 
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Matter, however moulded or refin'd, 

Can ne'er be thought to form a thinking Mind. 
When the ſick, weak, diſſolving Body lies, 

And rigid Death has fix'd the languid Eyes; 
Freed from thoſe irkſome Bands, th' immortal Fair 
Mounts up unſeen, and ſpurns the grofler Air. 
Brutes by mere Senſe, or ſecret Impulſe move, 
Hate without Thought, and without Reaſon love. 


Notions abſtract, and univerſal Laws, 
And from the Effe& purſues th* undoubted Cauſe : 


But ſhe from ſimple Terms Concluſions draws, 


Too bright for Senſe, ſuch Notions are innate 


Heav'n muſt at firſt imprint, or Souls create. 
With Pleaſure theſe th* attentive Mind employ, 
And conſcious of her ſelf, ſhe feels a ſecret Joy. 


Thus Nought without the firſt great Cauſe affects, 
*Tis He moves all, and every Spring directs : 
Did not his Care the ſteady Frame preſerve, 
Things would all claſh, and from their Order ſwerve; 
Nought can eternal Happineſs remove, 
Infinites neither leſſen, nor improve. 
Myriads of Ages, e'er the World was made, 
Or th' Arches turn'd, or the Foundations laid 
The Deity, unchang'd, was fully bleſt, 
Nor with Creation was his Joy increas'd. 
Full of himſelf, th* Almighty is the ſame, 
Tho' he diſſolve the univerſal Frame, 
And Time, and Motion, have no more a Name, 


Bor 
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BuT when the Soul believes herſelf Divine, 
Vin ſhe to mean or beſtial Acts incline ? 
r thus inform'd, be moy'd with ev'ry Toy 
That gives to tickled Senſe a tranſient Joy ? 
Dr can th' immortal Mind, which knows her ſelf, 
toop to baſe Gain, and pine for ſordid Pelf ! 

Vill preſent Fame a real Pleaſure give 
To Things, which muſt e'en Time it-ſelf outlive ? 
f ſinning Souls are doom'd to ſnaky Fiends, 
and flaming Gulphs, and Pain which never ends; 
nd they, who always act as Heav'n approves, 
:njoy eternal Reſt in peaceful Groves; 
Vho would not labour with unweary'd Pain 
To curb Deſires, and vicious Thoughts reſtrain ; 
To guide his doubtful Steps by Reaſon's Clue, 
and the right Path thro mazing Labyrinths purſue ? 
Vho would add Fuel to a guilty Flame, 
ind forfeit future Joy for preſent Shame; 
Ur greedy ſtill indulge the craving Taſte, 
\nd thoughtleſs Time in noiſy Riots waſte ? 
Vho on this thing cal!'d Life, has ſerious thought, 
ow ſhort, how fooliſh, and how ſoon forgot; 
Vith Scorn the Hurry of the World attends, 
Vhile buſy Men purſue unworthy Ends. 
he Rubs of Life without Concern he meets, 
raves ev'ry noiſy Blaſt, and careleſs ſits. 
Soul thus buoy'd, no ſudden Storms can drown, 
'ertue dares ſmile when Fortune ſeems to frown ; 
Vhate'er befals, the vertuous Man is bleſt, 
ho” pin'd by Sickneſs, or by Want oppreſt. 
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Tho! the great Vulgar, and the little, rail, 
And blaſting Tongues o'er weaker Truth prevail: 
Arm'd, and ſecure within himſelf he lies, 

Will mock their Cenſure, and their Fame deſpiſe. 
Hardſhips encounter'd make the Hero great, 
And real Worth will riſe by preſſing Weight. 
Tho' envious Mounds th' increaſing Stream oppoſe, 
It grows more rapid when it overflows : 

Man was not made to pleaſe himſelf alone; 
No, the leaft Part of Life we call our own. 

The Soil, where firſt we drew the vital Air, 
Commands a grateful Senſe, and claims our Care; 
Relative Duties our Amuſements croſs, 

And all our Minutes to themſelves engroſs ; 

The Offices of Love, and mutual Truſt, 

Cement the Whole, and make the Order juſt. 
What Wretch (Ingrate I) to ſuch Reſpects as theſe 
Prefers his Sloth, and courts inglorious Eaſe ? 

All Men are uſeful, when they wiſe approve 
What Heav'n allows, nor too excentric move, 
And fink below themſelves, or ſoar above. 

Careful obſerve what Bias guides the Mind, 

And how the ruling Genius is inclin'd. 


Bur when your Blood is to due Temper wrought, 
And Time has mellow'd you to riper Thought, 
Then fix your Soul, and your Career reſtrain, 

And prudently draw in the ſlacken'd Rein. 
On Civil Life now ſeriouſly attend, 
To ſerve your Country, and oblige your Friend, 
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FoR this, with niceſt Obſervation try 
Whatever moves your Mind, or meets your Eye; 
Whatever from a due RefleCtion ſprings, 
In wealthy Cities, or the Courts of Kings : 
O'er in your Mind their foreign Manners run, 
Their Virtues follow, and their Vices ſhun ; 
In a juſt Mixture of their Arts excel, 
In acting worthily, and thinking well: 
So thro' Sicilian Hybla's pleaſing Groves 
The Bee, intent on his ſweet Labour, roves ; 
Sav'ry and Thyme the little Drudge devours, 
And gleans his Harveſt from the fragrant Flow'rs ; 
Does the blue Violets and Roſes chuſe, 
And ſucks freſh Virtue from the Morning Dews, c 
To load his waxen Chambers with NeAarean Juice. 


Mean Time inure your Self to Thought, and ſtrive 


To keep the noble inborn Heat alive : 
Improve whate'er your Reaſon has acquir'd ; 
The Soul is active, and can ne'er be tir'd : 
In valu'd Books your vacant Hours employ, 
And what your Travels could not give, enjoy : 
To read good Authors, of a Taſte refin'd, 
Heightens the Stature of a lofty Mind, 

If you delight to hear the Actions told, 

Of Heroes prudent, reſolute, and bold, 

And every glorious Thing perform'd of old ; 
To wiſe Hiſtorians for Inſtruction fly, 

And read them over with a curious Eye. 
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Livy will tell you, how the Roman Pile 

Roſe to ſuch Grandeur, in as grand a Stile : 
And Plutarch mentions with a Maſter's Stroke, 
How Captains battel'd, and how Sages ſpoke. 
Or if you ſeek to know, with learned Toil, 
The Diſpoſitions of each Sky and Soil, 

The Climes and Regions never ſeen before ; 
Roll Strabo, Ptolemy, and Cluver o'er, 

And ev'ry Author, whoſe prevailing Light 
May chaſe away the Clouds of Error s Night, 
Enrich the Mind, and ſet the Judgment right. 


Bur, Laſtly, let your Converſation turn 
On what is good; and from the Wiſeſt learn, 
If human Nature you defire to know, 

And from what ſecret Springs the Paſſions flow 
When there are choſe and cull'd, for noble Ends, 


Some bright Companions, and well-natur'd Friends, 


Knowledge and Virtue on a worthy Mind 
Steal ſilently, and propagate their Kind. 


HERE muſt I needs exclaim, nor can forbear, 
On Noblemen's improvidential Care ; 
Who to their forward Sons give looſe the Reins, 


And taint the gen'rous Blood which fills their Veins ; 


W hoſe lewd Aſſociates commonly are known 
For Sots, and Scanda!s of the Court and Town. 
For ſoon as Tutors have refign'd their Charge 
Of my young Lord, to let him live at large, 
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He, who writes Man, muſt what he pleaſes do, 
Indulge his Fancy, his own Courſe purſue : 

et think not that this hopeful Babe of Grace 
ill follow Counſel, and the beſt embrace : 

No ; he'll to Brothels or to Taverns run, 

and whore, and guzzle till the Morning Sun 
Or at Groam-Porters he his Elbow ſhakes, 
Accompany'd by Scoundrels, Pimps, and Rakes, 
Who with falſe Pleaſures the ſoft Peer entice, 
Then plunge the Bubble in the Gulf of Vice. 


No are this vile and ignominious Race 
Content true Honour from his Breaſt to chaſe : 
They ſhut his Eyes to beauteous Truth, and blind 
With giddy Notions his unpractis'd Mind. 

oon as my eaſy and too generous Lord 
With ample Feaſts has crown'd the loaded Board, 
Down ſtrait the Paraſitic Blockheads fit, 
To ſcatter their inſipid, fAitt'ring Wit: 
This ſordid Crew of Raſcals without Senſe, 
Praiſe every bit they eat at his Expence : 
The Viands ſome extol, and ſome the Wine, 
And every Glaſs they drink, cry, Mondreus fine / 
Here a ſtanch Sot takes up the foaming Bowl, 
And ſwears his Lordſhip has a noble Soul : 
There a pert Coxcomb of a different Stile, 
A mere Sir Fapling, with affected Smile, 
Does Beauty's Queen, and Lady's Love commend, 
And vows there's nothing like a Female Friend 3 
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With luſcious Words excites his Patron's Fire, 
And kindles into Lewdneſs young Deſire : 
Did not your Lordſhip a young Damſel ſpy ? 
© How you ſhe ogled with a roguiſh Eye! 

« She tip'd a wanton Wink, and ſmil'd, and ſigh'd, 

« As if for you the tender Victim dy'd : | 

© I know your Heart is to Compaſtion prone, 

True Fleſh and Blood, not made of Steel or Stone: 
© Can you withſtand the Torrent of her Charms ? 
Who would not languiſh in her ſnowy Arms; 
Mind not what dull and ſullen Cato's ſay, 

Or canting Solens; you're as wiſe as they: 

Now your firſt Blood and ſpringing Youth employ . 
© In amorous Sports, and give a Looſe to Joy.” 
Such are the Gueſts Which you at Board maintain; 
Such the raw Mind in Vice and Nonſenſe train; 
The common Chat of th' unreflecting Crew, 

Who drop whatever's Great, or Good, or True. 


Bur *tis not enough that our auſpicious Care, 
Has furniſh'd Man, if we neglect the Fair > 
Shall Arts and Learning be alone confin'd 

To the Male Image of th' eternal Mind? 
Nature, who gave till ſhe could give no more, 
On Woman laviſh'd all her precious Store; 

Who now courts ſolid and ſubſtantial Praiſe, 
Nor values Beauty, wedded to a Face: 

Her Mind peculiar Ornaments deſires, 

And Vertues proper to her Sex requires. 
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'T1s true, that Man is more ſublime and bold, 
But Loman's figur'd of a finer Mould : 
Hence the ſoft Nature of a pliant Clay, 
Will all Impreſſions take, all Forms obey : 
Who then excludes the Virgins, as unfit 
For the high Arts and Myfteries of Wit ? 
Or why ſhould baſe invidious Man deny 
The Search of Truth to their diſcerning Eye ? 
Why, when ingenit Reaſon ſhoots her Ray 
To light us all, are they forbid the Day ? 
Why ſhould th' implanting Energy of Mind 
Crow faint, and ſlacken in the Female Kind ? 
Impartial Heav'n forbids ſo great a Crime, 
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ICON E THEME proportion'd to my Strength 


7 


? 2 5 ; I chuſe, 

An A Child's the Subject of my humble 

Gels While from the Cradle, I, in lowly 
Lays, 


each how to feed the Babe and how to raiſe, 
Till its Ioofe Joints are knit, its Art'ries ſtrong, 
and the grown Youth forbids my forward Song. 
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Or Infant Cares an Infant Muſe ſhould write, 
And mine muſt from the Cradle take her flight, 


SWeel 


5 . 7, a . \ he: 
How Pregnant Wives their future Babes ſhou'd breed Phe 
| 3 e 
] teach, and how, when born, their Infants feed. "83 
0 
i 8 Wa 
To thee my Labours, I addreſs, my Spouſe ! a 
— » 7 4 he 


Ls 1 . . 

Ihe dear Companion of my Nuptial Vows 3 

1 hee my firit With, the Treaſure of my Heart, 
Whate'er J know, I muſt to Thee impart. 


Since thou haſt bleft me with a Father's Joy, 


LAT? 
nd 
his 
And 
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nd 
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And by the Father's Art the Mother's Care improve. Bur, 


Left when our Souls ſhall from the Body fly, IV 
Reject this Lower World and reach the Sky, If t 
No Son our Death, nor Pious Daughter mourn, 
Nor, weeping, water our neglected Urn. 

The Parent fiiſt of Men and Gods revere, 

And grateful Off rings to his Altars bear. 
The Seed in Nature's fruitful Bed he bound, 
Nor ſuffer'd it to rot in ſteril Ground. 

The promis'd Comfort of our joyleſs Years, 
The Band which ev'n the Nuptial Band endears, 
We to the Great Creator's Goodneſs owe; 


9 


Praiſe, Thou, the Spring from whence our Bleſſing 


And crown'd our Wiſhes with a lovely Boy. 
Since ill thy Branches like the Vines may ſpread, 
And with new Fruit entich the Genial Bed. 
Learn how to Nurſe the Pledges of our Love, 


flow. 


Then dread no cruel Seaſon to deſtroy, 
The growing Fruit and blaſt our future Joy. 
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Sweet Zephirs on their fragrant Wings ſhall bear, 
\ healing Balm, and Heav'n be always fair, 
The Helpleſs Babe will long thy Vigils want, 
To water with thy Paps the thriving Plant. 
'was a Sage ſaid it, and the Saying's good, 
The Mother's Milk's the only wholſome Food. 
Large Meals upon the Sucking Babe beſtow, 
ad freely let the Snowy Fountains flow, 
his Nature of the faithful Nurſe requires, 
And thus to feed her Young, the Dam inſpires, 


nd without Form the future Birth remains. 
Then the Twin Paps the ſacred NeQar breed, 
And ſwell with Food, the coming Child to feed. 
When Boro, it reſtleſs in the Cradle lies, 

And trains its little Nerves with melting Cries. 
If then the crucl Mother wou'd reſtrain 

The flowing Currents, they return with Pain, 
From the ſame Secd of which the Fœlus grow, 


While the Warm Womb the Genial Seed contains, 


Proceeds the Spring from whence this Liquor flows. 


The Mother's Spirits thro' the Child diffuſe, 
And greedily it ſucks the Kindred Juice, 
So kind is Nature in her grateful Food, 


Life's fed with Life itſelf, and Blood with Blood. 


tom Hers it circles thro” its little Veins, 
rowing Strength in ev'ry Part maintains. 
at heard it in the Cradle cry, 
che ready Nurſe to feel it, fly ? 
H -w ſoon it laughs to ſee the ſwelling Breaſt, 
diczes the Nipple, and returns to Reſt ? 
H 2 


While 
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While in the darkſome Womb unborn it lay, 
And ne'er had yet beheld the chearful Day: 

Ev'n then the kindly Juice its Wants ſupply'd, 
And fill'd its Veins ; or thus unborn 't had dy'd. 
O''er the white Glands the Crimſon Currents flow, 
Leave the, deep Red and turn to liquid Snow. 

The Colour and the Name of Milk it gains, 

But ſtill the thing's the ſame, the Blood remains. 


WEI I ſuits the Colour of the Milk, the Child, 
White as its Innocence, and undefil'd. 
Its Infant Mouth like Beaſts it ſhou'd not ſtain 
With Gore obſcene, nor live upon the Slain : 
Leſt the curſt Savour of ſo foul a Feaſt 
Shou'd give him, with the Food, the Nature of a Beaſt: 
The Bear that on the Northern Mountains dwells, 
The Tygreſs that in Lybian Deſarts yells, 
The fierceſt of the Foreſt Herds, are pleas'd 
With their rude Paps, their ſavage Young to feaſt. 


ART thou, oh Woman! fiercer ? canſt thou bear 
To ſee thy Infant's Tears, its Cries to hear? 


Art thou unmov'd and ſtupid at his Moan ? nd 
Its Being is thy Gift, its Blood thy own. Ti 
Wilt thou the Fruit which thou brought'ſt forth de- 8 
ſtroy ? ex 
Ah, Cruel Mother! ah, Unhappy Boy 1. 
Whet Pleaſure may'ſt thou take to ſee it ſmile, s 


To mark its Ways, e'er Age has taught it Guile ? 


And 
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And when its Tongue begins to break its Way, 
How ſweet to hear it liſp, and ſee it play? 

Wilt thou to others leave this pleaſing Care, 

Still to look Young, and keep thy Boſom fair ? 
leſt be the Mother who abhors ſuch Charms, 
\nd breeds her Infant in her Parent Arms, 
Vhom only Nature's juſt Affections move, 
Vho always to her Duty joins her Love. 


Tnov, who art happily thus well inclin'd, 

o whom kind Heav'n has giv'n a pitying Mind ; 
Vho with thy proper Paps thy Child wilt feed, 
carn of the Muſe, and may thy Pains ſucceed. 
Don't, *till 'tis born, defer thy pious Care; 

Begin betime, and for its Birth prepare, 


eaſt; 


Loos EN, as ſoon as you've conceiv'd, the Lace, 

nd uſe your Girdle to a wide Embrace. 

Don't, for a Shape, the Babe Unborn intomb z 

\nd kill it, like fine Mothers, in the Womb. .* 


ITs Strength and Beauty will, if Born, be ſpoil'd, 
nd you your ſelf be puniſh'd in the Child; 


Tis well, if you are well, and iil, if ill; 

de- nd in the Womb's affected by your Will. 
Lis pleas'd with all Things that the Mother pleaſe, 
Pain'd when ſhe's pain'd, when ſhe's at Eaſe, at Eaſe. 
Vhile to that darkſome Priſon *tis conhn'd, 


Be careful of your Body, and your Mind. | 
H 3 When 


And 
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When the Mind's ſick, the Body is the ſame, 
The Soul within affects the Outward Frame. 
The Faculty of Nature it diverts, 

She leaves her Office, and her Poſts deſerts. 
Whence an ill Habit and crude Juices riſe, 
Life's Band is broken, and the Paticat dics, 


ConqQuER the burning Fever of Deſire, 
Nor waſte thy Spirits with immod'rate Fire. 


Let neither Gricf, nor Fear, nor boundleſs Joy, 7 
0 The Peace and Vigour of thy Mind deſtroy. Ani 
Live, if thou canſt, at Eaſe, and void of Care, Por 
And neither riot in thy Sleep, nor ſpare. 3 
1 Refreth thy weary Limbs with ſweet Repoſe, He 
And when fatigu'd thy heavy Eyc-lids cloſe, "yay 
But never let thy Slumbers laſt too long, | Lox 
Enough is right, but all beyond it wrong. Ane 
As Reſt from Labour, Labour flies from Reſt, 
And with their mutual Helps they both are bleſt. - 
Vet Sleep too much indulg'd beſots the Brain, An 
And fills wich Vicious Blood the ſtagnant Veins, W. 
III Humours it creates, and by its Weight An 
Suppreſſes and conſumes the living Heat. = I 
Has r thou not ſeen the noxious Vapours riſe 58 
From ſtanding Waters, and obſcure the Skies ? W 1 
But the pure Streams which o'er the Pebbles paſs, Bo 
Sine in the Gold, and tempt you in the Glaſs. ps 


> - al ; 12 , y 2 * 5 py 
Be careſul then by Exerciſe to keep por 


A ſtock of Health, ſupply'd by gentle Sleep. 


Motion, 


* 
4 4 


Motion, and Heat by Motion got, will cure 

Jroſs heavy Ails, and keep the Body pure: 

Nature of all contracted Filth they drain, 

And leſſen at the Birth the Mother's Pain: 

Motion, obſtructed Paſſages will clear, 

And work the Babe a Way to breathe in Air: 

8, too much Labour you your Strength may break, 
Light be your Excerciſe, your Motion weak. 


Br your own Safety, and your Child's your Cares. 


And curb your Wiſhes then, ye teeming Fair! 

For Love, whene'er it craves above its Due, 

Spoils all, and what you've done you'll thus undo: 
Her Suitors thus Penelope abus'd, * 
And what ſhe bound by Day, by Night ſhe loos'd: 
Love's fierce Embrace the tender Fætus kills, 

And the hot Womb with new Confuſion fills, 


Tux too, be careful how your Meats you chuſe, 
And choſen well, with Moderation uſe ; a3 
Wich too much Food your Stomach ne'er oppreſs, 

And let it as *tis richer, be the leſs : 

A weak Digeſtion can't a Burthen bear, 

And to your Stomach always ſuit your Fare : 
When weaker, weaker Diets will be beſt ; 
When ſtronger, it will ſtronger Meats digeſt : 
Food, or too raw, too bitter, or too ſalt, 
Forbear, *tis hurtful, and its Uſe a Fault. 
For the plump Patridge lay the latent Snare, 


Nor the young Pigeon, nor the Chicken ſpare ; 
Nor 
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Nor do I Lamb, or Veal's ſoſt Fleſh forbid, Wh 
Nor the fat Haunches of a tender Kid: Toc 
If for Variety you'd change your Diſh, The 
Regale your Appetite with wholeſome Fiſh ; Not 
What in clear Brooks, and running Streams you take, I For 
Not the groſs Product of the muddy Lake. Ane 
Mix Water with your Wine to quench your Thirſt, WI 
And never let the laſt exceed the firſt; But 
Fruits, Herbs, and Sallads, when the Body's dry, Co1 
The Want of Moiſture will as well ſupply ; An 
In theſe be ſparing, for the frequent Uſe By 
May to crude Humours turn the cooling Juice : Au 


But teeming Women, when Deſire grows ſtrong, 


Are apt for ev'ry Thing they ſee to long. 


Ye pregnant Mothers, who theſe Miſchiefs fear, 
The Muſe's Leſſons, to avoid 'em, hear: 
If to the, Rules of Virtue you reſtrain 


Your With, indulge it, and your Wiſh obtain; 


If Lovers Joys your longing Breaſts inflame, 
The fierce Deſire, by conqu'ring Reaſon, tame; 
Elſe with your raging Appetite comply, 


And teeming, nothing to yourſelves deny. 
For when you eat the grateful Food, you'll find 


The Body influenc'd by the joyful Mind ; 

In ev'ry Part the natural Heat revives, 

Ill Humours thence, and young Diſeaſes drives, 
And Grace and Vigour to the Body gives : 
This very Longing oft the Stomach ſcours, 


And cuts the Phiegm by Bitters or by Sour's ; 
When 


ike, 
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When with contracted Filth *tis grown impure 
Too long, may be both the Diſeaſe and Cure. 
The Lemon and the fragrant Orange uſe, 

Nor Capers ſpare, nor bitter Olive's Juice; 

For Sour's and Bitters Women moſtly crave, 

And what they wiſh of cither let *em have: 
When ill, the Want of Phyſic they'll ſupply, 

But don't ye Wives upon yourſelves rely ; 
Conſult the learn'd Phyſician, take Advice, 

And Quacks and Women's idle Tales deſpiſe ; , 
By Sour s and Bitters you'll your Stomachs clear, 
Aud may in Time expect the Fruit you bear. 
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OW comes, ye Fair! the wiſ', the 

2 dreaded Hour, 

Aſſiſt the Lab'ring Wife wit! ail your 

Deer 

The Child is Born, its Life zins with 
Cries, 

Which call for Succour on the pity ing Skies, 

Waſh well the Infant's Mouth, and thou, their Guide, 

The faithful Midwife, proper Things provide, 


Cut 
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Cut firſt the String that to its Body joins, 

And with the Burthen hurts its feeble Loins ; 
While in the Womb the quick'ning Fetus lay, 
That Part did Food to all the reſt convey : 
Tas uſeful e' er its Birth, but now the Child 
Is injur'd by it, and its Beauty foil'd ; 

'Tis uſeleſs now, for ſince he ſaw the Day, 

t feeds as Nature bids, a better Way: 

But leſt too faſt its vital Spirits fly, 

And with the Loſs of Blood the Infant die; 
Firſt let the Navel with ſoft Wool be bound, 
Then *noint with Maſtic and ſweet Myrth the Wound, 


Nor is it uſeleſs to obſerve with Care, 
The Signs which Infants future Life declare : 
If faint's the Cry with which for Help they call, 
Or if they into Fits are apt to fall ; 
From thence the genial Seed thou may'ſt conclude, 
Was faulty, or was fed with noxious Food ; 
Or ſtruggling much an open Air to breathe, 
The Mothers take it to preſage their Death, 
Thou, Nurſe, in ſwadling Bands the Babe enfold, * 
And carefully defend its Limbs from Cold: _— 
If Winter, by the Chimney place thy Chair; A 
If Summer, then admit the cooling Air, 


Ir Hurt the Infant at his Birth receiv'd, 
Let his ſoft Limbs with Roſes be reliev'd ; 
Add the ſweet Camomile to theſe, and *noint 
With Oyls reſtorative each feeble Joint, 
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Then the kind Nurſe, with tender Fingers, clears 
His Mouth from Filth, and e'en his Eyes and Ears: 
Be ſure, with ſpecial Care to clear the Doors 

Of Liſe, and free the Paſſage of the Pores. 

Its Limbs benumb'd, grow ſupple by Degrees, 

And then, like Molten Wax, will bend with Eaſe: 
Stroke *em but ſoftly, make 'em ſtraight and ſleek; 
They'll keep when ſtrong, the Form they take when And 


weak : Fee 
You may now bring it to a Form divine, Tha 
And make in his, the Maker's Image ſhine, The 
But when in Strength it grows, its Sinews loſe, duc! 
Their pliant Virtue, and your Bend refuſe: 
Warm from the Womb when firſt it comes, beware I 
Left you ſhould chill its Blood with too much Air ; To 
Harden its tender Skin by flow Degrees, An 
Bring it with Caution to the cooling Breeze ; Tor 
With the leaſt Breath of Air at firſt *twill quake, Th 
And all its ſhiv'ring Limbs, like Agues, ſhake. An 
As when a Lybian tow'rds the Artick paſt, Ext 
He arms himſelf againſt the Northern Blait ; An 
In double Folds a woolly Veſt he wears, Wh 
And Burthens on his Back for Cloathing bears : on 
Thus open Air at firſt will be too cool, A | 
And you muſt wrap the Babe in folded Wool ; Th 
Waſh it, and in the Water fling the Flour = BE 
Of powder'd Salt, to bind the looſen'd Pore; An 


In Flannel then, and Linnen Clouts, enfold 
Its budding Limbs ſecur'd {rom nipping Cold. 
The Re 
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he 


E M1 IL. DI 2M 


he Swathe in Circles round its Body twine, 

\nd mark the Diſtance by an equal Line; 

Nor longer from its Reſt the Infant keep, 

he Cradle waits it, and it cries for Sleep. 

But ſince, by Dreams and fancy'd Shades, we find 
An empty Stomach makes a roving Mind ; 

Since pleaſant Reſt from gnawing Hunger flies, | 
And a full Body faſtens heavy Eyes ; 

Feed well the Child, and in the Food take Heed, 

That what he eats ſhall rather purge than feed: 
The wholeſomeſt and beſt is, what the Bees 
Suck ſrom the blowing Flow'rs and blooming Trees. 


ITs Body purg'd, the Cradle is requir'd, 
To reſt its weary Limbs with Labour tir'd ; 
And while it reſts, it muſt not be forgot; 
Too cold you ſhou'd not keep it, nor too hot : 
The vital Spirits too much Heat exhales, 
And rheumy Colds are got where Cold prevails. 
Extremes in all our Conduct are Abuſe, 
And beſt the Mean, which Women ſeldom chuſe ; 
But they are moſt in Nurſing apt to err, 
And combat with the Cold with too much Care. 
A thouſand Is from Heats immod'rate ſpring 3 
The Sinews they unnerve, the Nerves unſtring: 
As ſoon as born the wretched Infant dies, 
And with vain Shrieks the childleſs Mother cries. 


Trov Mother, to prevent ſuch cruel Woes, 
Reſtore the weary'd Babe with ſoft Repoſe z 
I And 
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And while it fleeps, do thou to Reſt give Way, 
Jo eaſe the Lobours of the Parent Day; 

And when it wakes, and crying calls for Food, 
Give it thy Breaſt, for thine is only good. 

Thou ſafely may'ſt a plenteous Meal afford, 
But ne'er, unleſs thou art thyſelf reſtor'd: 

If Health and Strength permit thee, don't refuſe 
The Child thy Nipple; nor another's uſe : | 

If to the Babe thou doſt thy own deny, 

III will a venal Pap its Wants ſupply ; 

Ill will the Bus'neſs by that Nurſe be done, 
Who for another's Child neglects her own. 

Yet, if thou'rt ſickly, if thy Spirits fail, 

If the Child's touch'd with any catching Ail 
This Duty, whether hated or defir'd, 

Ceaſes, and 'tis no more of thee requir'd: 

Then not to ſuckle is not to ne2lect, 

But chuſe a Nurſe, and I'll thy Choice direct. 

A middle Age is beſt, nor Old nor Young, 
Freſh be her Colour, and her Body ftrong ; 
Active and healthy let her be, and clean; 

In Fleſh, not over fat nor over lean ; 

Long be her Neck, and broad her ſnowy Cheſt; 
Her Arms of full Extent, and plump her Breait, 
Let on each Pap a ruddy Nipple bud, 

And the Twin-Hillocks ſtrut with vary'd Blood: 
The Babe's delighted with a flowing Feaſt : 
The ſweeteſt and the whiteſt Milk is beſt. 

If *tis of an ungrateful Smell, be ſure 

Thoſe Fountains to avoid, for they're impure z 


Or 
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Or if it ſticks, when by the Finger try'd, 

is bad; nor ſhou'd it thence too ſwiftly glide ; 
dne mult not with a late Conception tem, 

Nor of the Marriage Joy, forgotten, dream. 
And as the Birth ſhiould not too long be paſt, 
She ſhould not lately have her Burthen caſt, 
Perhaps you'll put it out, and cannot bear 

To have it always crying in your Ear : 

This Way, I own, is of the two the worſe, 

| rather in the Houſe wou'd have the Nurſe. 

If out it goes, you ſhould at leaſt take Care 

To place it in a healthy proper Air, 

Avoid the ſtanding Pool, the filthy Bog ; 

Nor let it fuck, when young, the fenny Fog : 
For if the Air is thick, and Vapours riſe, 

They form for tender Babes malignant Skies. 
Nor ſhould you in a Houſe your Infant place, 
Unpierc'd by cooling Winds and warming Rays ; 
Let not high Hills the cleanly Cot ſurround, 
Nor miſty be the Air, nor miry be the Ground : 
Dry let it ſtand, and let the riſing Day 

With his firſt Beams upon the Windows play. 


BuT whether Nurſe or Mother has the Charge, 
They neither are allow'd to live at large; 
From Love and Wine they muſt alike abſtain, 
No Labour grieve their Limbs, no Care their Brain: 
They neither muſt indulge themſelves in Sloth, 
For mod'rate Exerciſe agrees with both. 
Ot | I 2 The 
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The Garden to frequent, and flow'ry Green, 0 

Is good for Nurſes when the Sky's ſerene : For 7 
There let em ſuck the Zephyr's riſing Balm, If w 
Their Faſt unbroken, when the Morning's calm, If ft 


Nor ſhould they, if their Time permits, refuſe 
Some little Services about the Houſe ; 

To bare their cleanly Arms and knead the Bread, 
To make their own, and oft another's Bed ; 
To comb the Flax, or elſe the Virgin Fleece: 
What Shame, what Hurt in ſuch Employs as theſe ? 
When from the Chill your empty'd Paps you hide, 
Or when you work, or other Food provide; 

Waſh off the Filth that may your Nipples ſtain, 

Let nothing to offend its Taſte remain, 

Milk always on the Ground your Breaſts ; the worſt 
Of all your liquid Store is what comes firlt : 

For as *tis far remov'd from Life's warm Seat, 

So ſmall's its Mixture of the living Heat. 

Fling off the uſcleſs and corrupted Juice, 

And teach the Child the Nipple's frequent Uſe : 
From the twin Fountains let the Nectar flow, 
Greedy he'il ſuck, and to your Boſom grow : 
Firſt with weak Lips the ſwelling Breaſt he'il pull; 
Help him, and ſqueeze it till his Belly's full, 

But let him not be glutted with the Feaſt, 

A Medium in the flowing Meal is beſt : 
Sometimes deny the Nipple, ſometimes grant ; 
But too much wat'ring drowns the ſprouting Plant : 
Check him when he's too eager of the Breaſt, 
And for a While delay the milky Feaſt, 


le ? 


o the Child's Age and Health adapt its Food, 
For all Things may'nt to all alike be good: 
If weak in Health be ſparing in the Meal 
If ſtrong its Conſtitution, feed it well. 
ou muſt not in the Month the Portion give, 
5s when tis older; for with leſs *twill thrive. 
ſhe Hours for ſuckling it I do not fix, 
Nature in that muſt guide the nurſing Sex: 
Vhen by its Cries it calls you, do not ſpare 
our Labour, nor be loath your Breaſt to bare: 
vince with the Breaſt he muſt nut long be fed, 
His growing Teeth prepares his Age for Bread. 
For when Eight Moons have run their wonted Race, 
he Fluid to the ſolid Meal gives Place ; | 
Alternate be his Food, but have Regard 
o his young Days; nor be it ſtrong nor hard: 
For heavy Meals, that don't with Eaſe digeſt, 
Hay raiſe a Tumult in his tender Breaſt. 
And if his Veins are over-charg'd with Blood, 
logg'd are the Spirits by the clammy Flood : 
ind his whole Frame diſorder'd by the Food. 8 
hings which are pleaſant to the Taſte, and ſweet, 
o all are hurtful, if too much they eat: 
Vhen Nature's with the grateful Reliſh pleas'd, 
nd with a fatal Luſt of Eating ſeiz'd ; 
dhe greedily the glutted Stomach drains, 
\nd fills with pois' nous Blood the loaded Veins. 
Sweet Things to Choler turn, and Worms are bred 
In ſuch as on their Sweets unbounded feed. 
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Nature's the ſame in all, ſhe ſeldom weighs 
What s juſt and true, or in the Middle ſtays : 
But Children moſt, when they ſuch Dainties meet, 


Feed without Bounds, and, while they can, they ect. 
When the Child's Diet ſhou'd be chang'd, I chuſe 


What molt reſembles Milk, in Taſte and Uſe : 
No Good from any Thing that's new expect, 
Unleſs you know that Newneſs to correct: 

As Phy ſic out of Poiſon may be had, 

So good may be the Mean, th' Extreme be bad. 
Broth may be oft and innocently us'd, 

And the ſoft Bread that's in the Broth infus'd ; 
But Pap, the Infant's Diſh, I moſt approve : 
This Nurſes moſt commend, and Children love. 


As he in Age and Strength of Body grows, 
That Strength in Lime the Uſe of Fleſh allows: 
Feed him, when minc'd to eaſe the toothleſs Gum, 
Some Meals on Fleſh, and at the Nipple ſome 3 
His Hunger willingly with both ſupply, 

But ben't deceiv'd, and do not truſt his Cry; 
For he's not always hungry when he ſqualls, 

Ard oft for neither Meat nor Drink he calls. 

As when a Pin, which often happens, pricks, 

Or Gripes his little Entrails tear, he ſhrieks: 

Be not too fond of feeding him, but ſpare 

The Spoon, nor love to lay your Boſom bare; 
Don't you, as Mothers love, with frequent Food, 
Above its Strength, your Infant's Stomach load. 
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Thence puking Pains and other Ills ariſe, 

While the crude Burthen undigeſted lyes; 

And thus what Nature meant for Life's Support, 
Cuts off his Days, inſtead of length'ning, ſhort. 
Obſerve due Diſtances between his Meals, 

Nor feed him when you find his Belly ſwells ; 

If you ſee Blotches riſing on his Skin, 

They ſhew the Load that's undiſcharg'd within. 
Perhaps e'en now he']l roar ; why, let him roar, 
And don't you feed him till he wants it more, 
Till Nature has conſum'd the preſent Store: 
Let him his Lungs, for Crying's uſeful, ſtrain, 
'T'will purge a heavy or a wat'ry Brain; 

The Breaſt it opens, fans the vital Fire, 

And for another Meal creates Deſire. 

But leſt with too much Straining he ſhould break 
His feeble Art'ries, if he's ſick and weak; | 
Then dandle him, and dance him in your Arms, 
Sing him a- ſleep, for Songs have always Charms. 
The rolling Cradle rock, let ancient Rhyme, 
And an old melancholy Tune keep Time: 

Tho' you may huſh and lull him to Repoſe, 
Mind if he's ſluggiſh, or is apt to doſe ; 

That will ſoon bring him to a feeble State, 

II Humours breed, and thoſe ill Blood create. 
Waſh him a Nights, e'er you the Cradle make, 
He'll fleep the ſounder, and the ſooner wake: 
Stir him, and toſs him, for an Infant's Sloth 
Produces Rickets, and prevents his Growth, 
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If to be carry'd, he, by crying, begs, 

Keep him, when he can go, upon his Legs : 
And prattle to him ſometimes, ſoinetimes ſing, 
Or to his Ear the tingling Coral ring. 

Nor leſs to dandle him and dance forbear, 

Nor keep him in the Houſe, but give him Air : 


When Weſtern Winds with balmy Wings perfume 
The Fields, and Heav'n invites, who'd ſtay at home ? 


Shew him the painted Skies, their rolling Fires, 
Tell him who made what he ſo much admires : 
Teach him betimes to know his mighty Pow'r, 


Betimes their Maker and his own adore. 


Now to a Lad the Infant ſoon will grow, 
And a firm Step increaſing Vigour ſhow : 
To prattle he begins, at Words he aims, 
And learns from you the Things, as well as Names, 
Obſerve to form his Mind to virtuous Ways, 

And on a Baſe of Truth the Structure raiſe : 

Shew him the dang'rous Paths of Vice to ſhun ; 
Well ends the Life which is ſo well begun. 

All Ages have their Failings, all their Crimes, 
And Youth muſt be reprov'd and taught betimes : 
The Seeds of Vice, which Nature ſows, deſtroy, 
And in his Duty well inſtruct the Boy: 

Too forward, check him; drive him, if too ſlow ; 
Nor let his Mirth too far, nor Sorrow go. 

In your Correction and Reproof be mild, 
And when he errs, conſider he's a Child 
Uſe him to gentle Ways ; if harſh and rough, 
He'll hate both the Reprover and Reproof, 
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Y ELM ET O what Diſtempers Infants are expos'd, 
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G = What cauſes the Diſeaſe, what gives 


G | Relief, 
I'll tell, and to be ſhort, but hint the chief. 


Wren from the Belly you divide the String, 
Bind it, and ſee the Bandage does not wring: 


For 
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For if the Navel, newly cut, be bound 
Too ſtrait, the Child receives a painful Wound: 
Pain makes it cough, and Coughing makes it ſtrain, 
And that enflames the Sore, and feeds the Pain. 
To the griev'd Part the gathering Humours flow, 
And Redneſs then its Grief and Swelling ſhow : 
To a ſharp Flood the vital Fountain turns, 
And angry grows the Sore, and raging burns : 
Nature, to help the Part affected, guides 
The Spirits thither, and the Crimſon Tides : 
While thus ſhe ſtrives this Evil to expel, 
The Tumors with malignant Succour ſwell : 
The Plenty of theſe Spirits hurts the Sore, 
'The more they flow, it rages ſtill the more. 
While in the Womb the captive Infant lay, 
Tt threw the Humours off no other Way : 
Nature her ancient Path wou'd till purſue, 
Nor ſecks, accuſtom'd to the old, a new. 
The Navel this extends with tumid Ills, 
And the fore Pipe with glaſſy Water fills. 
What great Misfortunes tender Babes endure 
By this ! but from Misfortunes who's ſecure ? 
When from the Belly the foul Bag depends, 
And, as if burſt, the weak'ned Body rends 
A Cure for this have learn'd Phyſicians found, 
And Celtic Spikenard heals the dang'rous Wound. 
Roſin of Turpentine, to Powder bruis'd, 
And both in Oil of Grecian Nuts infus'd, 
In the ſweet Oil that's to the Taſte ſo kind, 
Anoint the Sore with this, a Cure you'll find, 
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But others rotten Rags conſume to Duſt 

In ſtinking Flames, and to their Virtue truſt, 
And others Wolfsbane's bitter Seed infuſe 

In Wine, and for the wounded Navel uſe. 

Nor ſhould your Care about its 'T'ongue be leſs. 
Tis with the Tongue you're bleſt, with that you bleſs. 
What Gift more excellent what greater Good 

Has Heav'n on Man, his fav'rite Work, beſtow'd ? 
Not only uſeful in his riper Years, | 
But when the Nurſe the ſucking Infant bears; 
I When from her Breaſts the liquid Snow he draws, 

And e'er the Teeth have hurt his breeding Jaws, 

If any Letts impede it, and with-hold 

Its Office, as a Tye or double Fold, 

In vain he pulls the Breaſt, he ſucks in vain, 

The pleaſing Nectar ne'er rewards his Pain. 

Like Tantalus he lives, with greedy Eyes 

He ſecs the Fruit, but from his Taſte it flies. 

He ſtarves in Plenty, faſts where he might feaſt, 

And languiſhes with Hunger at the Breaſt. 

If thus it with the Infant's Tongue ſhould prove, 

In time take care the Miſchief to remove. 

Or let the Surgeon an Inciſion make, 

To cut the Knot, or let the Midwife break; 

Or he or ſhe the neighb'ring Veins mult ſhun, 

Which thro” the Tongue in narrow Channels 1un. 
Sometimes bencath the Tongue a cank'ring Tumour 

grows, 
Which oft wich burning, worſe than fev'rich, glows. 


But It 
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If *tis not to be cur'd, the Child muſt dye, 
And his Soul ſoon will from its Body fly. 


Th 

LiKE this Diſeaſe is that which often comes Th 
In burning Knobs upon an Infant's Gums. Th 
Sometimes the fiery Ill enflames the Cheek, Wi 
And ſometimes with its Knobs it burns the Neck. W. 
Oft the whole Mouth its ſpreading Fires ſuſtains, Ani 
And Fevers follow, and tormenting Pains, His 
: Th 

Tr Signs of that Diſtemper are the ſame, Not 
Which gricvouſly the Infant's Jaws enflame, Fin, 
And from the Glands Ton/iliz is its Name. Boi 


At the Tongue's Root theſe little Glands you find, Aw 
Where with the Throat the moving Member's join'd, But 


From Blood corrupted this Diſtemper grows, Wh 
And to that Blood the Milk its Vices owes. Wh 
Thence Choler riſes, and the ſtrutting Veins And 
Of eating Salts are full, the Child of Pains Unl 
The Nurſe muſt with herſelf begin the Cure, | And 
No Stream can, while the Spring's defil'd, be pure. Au 
Of the foul Milk the Siſter Fountains cleanſe, Wh 
And, leſt he ſuck the Poiſon, drive it thence. Peri 
If with a Fever thou art burat, deny And 
The Babe the Breaſt, for thro* his Veins 'twill fly. For 
In Food and Phy ſick of thy Health take Care, ls V/ 
Since as thou far'ſt thy ſelf tie Child will fare, But 
Thy ſwelling Paps with wholeſome Liquor fill, Nor 
The wholeſom Liquor to the Babe diſtil. Vl 

| And 
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When with thy Fever or his own he burns, 
With Acids feed him ' till his Health returns. 
The Citron which adorns th* Idalian Wood, 
The fragrant Lemon's Juice, to cool is good. 
The Cane's ſweet Sap, the Growth of Indian Soil, 
With Water mix, and Vi'let's pleaſant Oil, 
Warm it anoint, him where the Heat appears, 
And drop ſome warm into his aking Ears; 
His Cheeks, his Temples, and his Neck, anoint, 1 
The burning Sinew, and the ſcorching Joiat. 
Nor leſs for this Diſcaſe may be preſcrib'd | 
Fine Barley Flow'r, that has new Milk imbib'd 
Boil it together, and a Poultice make, 
Away the Redneſs and the Pain 'twill take, 

d. But moſt you will the Child's Misfortune mourn, 
When the Sores break, and thus to Ulcers turn. 
When o'er the Mouth the rotting Cancers creep, 
And wide they eat into the Jaws, and deep, 
Unleſs in Time you take the ſpreading Ill, 
And in the Seed the growing Mitchief kill. 
A wheyey Milk may this Diſtemper cauſe, 
When for ſweet Food the Child ſharp Humours draws. 
Perhaps the Stomach ficſt may breed this Vice, 
And Vapours thence, which burn its Bones, may riſe, 
For this are many Cures ; ſo rich in Art 
Is Man's Invention, when it acts its Part. 
But mod'rate Diet is the certain'ſt Cure, 
Nor will the Milk be leſs, and yet be pure. 
Vi'lets in Honey dipt the Sores o'ercome, 
And the rich Bark which ſweats Arabian Gum : 

V hcn K Or 


98 The ART of bringing up 


Or Anticchian Myrrh, the Poiſon drives 
From the fick Child, and after that it thrives. 


WHarT Infants ſuffer when they breed their Tecth, 


What cauſes ſo much Pain and often Death, 

I'il reli 3 for while to make their Way they gnaw 
With Jatent Teeth, and pierce the tender Jaw, 
Sharp Humours enter e'er the Tooth appears, 
And the ſoft Gums inceſſant grinding tears. 

By grinding for the Bone they break their Way, 
But dearly for the Bone the Mouth muſt pay. 
And how unfriendly are, in this, the Skies: 

That Man, what moſt he wants, moſt dearly buys. 
For T eeth the Stomach ſerve, and Life maintain, 
And none can have the Tooth, without the Pain. 
The ſuffꝰ ring Infant tells it by his Cries, 

His diiv'ling Mouth he with his Fingers plies, 

He ſtrives to help himſelf, but ſtrives in vain, 
The Nutſe's Help muſt eaſe him of his Pain. 

In a Hare's Brain his little Fingers dip, 

Or what $S:c:/7an Bees from Roſes ſip. 

The raging Gum, the Sweets and Softnels ſooth, 
And white amidſt the Red appears the Tooth: 

As the white Iv'ry in red Coral ſhines, 

Which wrought with curious Art the Workman j joins, 
But if the Pain encreaſes waſh his Head, 

With Milk and liquid Sweets of Roſes made, 
Warm be the Bath, and wrap his Infant Skull, 
When well it has been waſh'd, in downy Wool, 
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Vet all your Labour's loſt, except you find 

His Load diſcharges, and he's Lax behind. 

His Body bound, with liquid Honey looſe 

What Thing was ever found of greater Uſe ? 0 
Cou'd Heaven a better grant, and Earth produce? 
This give him at his Mouth or elſe convey 

The Phyfick by a Pipe the other Way : 

But if there wants of this Celeſtial Dew, 

Then Bete or the Marſhmalloe Root will do. 


And when the Child at once is weak and looſe, 


White Poppy Seeds into the Purge infuſe. 

The Berries of the Myrtle Tree prepare, 

Which hates the Cold, and is to Venus dear. 

Theſe with Cyperus ſteep in Milk, and make 

A Drink, and wholſome Draughts the Child will take, 
And if with racking Gripes his Belly's rent, 

The Gnawings in his Bowels to prevent, 0 
Warm Water, and the Parts aggriev'd foment; 

Or elſe anoint with Oil of Camomile 

lis Belly, or with Oil of fragrant Dill, 0 
Or what old Olives o'er the Fire diſtill. 

For the kind Heat inſinuates by Degrees, 

And paſſes to th' afflicted Place with Eaſe ; 

It drives the Cold out of the Porous Skin, 

And diſſipates the Winds that rage within. 

The Cauſes and Effects of this Diſeaſe 

It cures, and gives the patient Infant Eaſe. 

With Worms what need the Muſe defile her Strains, 
The Tokens are the ſame, the ſame the Pains. 
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An odious Neſt which in the Babe abides, 

And tears with greedy Bites his tender Sides: 

For when he ſurfeits at the Pap the Food 

Lies undigeſted in his Paunch, and crude. 

In vain the feeble Child, to vent it ſtrains, 

It rotting in the filthy Cells remains. 

Now prudent Nature all her Arts employs, 

And what ſhe can't expel, ſhe there deſtroys. 

Of this ſhe Worms creates, and theſe devour 

Their Parent Mattcr, and the Bowels ſcour. 

As the gay Butter-fly with painted Wings 

Feeds on the Vernal Leaves from which he ſprings, 

Thus Worms devour the Filth from which they 
ſprung, | 

And ſeldom, *till the Child is void, *tis ſtung, 

But then, impatient in their Cells, they ſtray, 

And bite their Bowels, when they miſs their Prey. 

The Tokens which this foul Diſtemper tell, 

Are many ; ſtrong the Infant's Breath will ſmell, 

His Spirits flagging, he'll incline to doſe, 

His trembling Eyes he'll often ſtrive to cloſe, 

But ſeldom will he taſte of kind Repoſe. 

A huſky Cough his lab'ring Lungs will ſhake, 

His Noſtrils itch, and he by Starts will wake. 

Be thine the Care, thou faithful Nurſe, to drive 

The creeping Foe away, and clear the Hive. 

Feed him with Bitters, and the Child they'll leave; 

And Worm-ſeed, call'd fo from the Vermin, give. 

Let him the Grain in Pulp of Apple cat, 

Or Pap, or otherwiſe his Palate cheat; 
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Or take Bull's Gall, and mix with Cummin-ſeed, 
Which o'er his Belly in a Plaiſter ſpread, 

For this the Worms will kill; and many more 
Good Med'cines, much in Uſe in Days of Yore, 


Bur why ſhou'd I endeavour to rehearſe 
All the fad Ills which Infants know, in Verſe ? 
Where ſhou'd I end the Subject, when begun? 
Twou'd ſwell the Song, and I ſhould ne'er have done. 
Mankind are with ſuch various Ills oppreſt, 
Which rack their Bowels, and which break their Reſt, 
Sick Vomits, Coughs, and ugly Dreams which fright 
The Child, the reſtleſs Day, and wakeful Night ; 
From the ſame Source theſe many Evils flow, 
And Infants all to milky Surfeits owe. 


THE1R feeble Stomachs can't the Load digeſt, 
Whence Vapours gather in the burthen'd Breaſt; 
And upwards riſe the Fumes, and airy Shades 
Diſturb the Mind, and Cold the Head invades : 

It thickens there, and denſes in the Brain, 

As a Cloud denſes out of Air and Rain. 

In liquid Show'rs it melts again, and raw 

With fluid Spittle, leaves the tender Jaw. 

Rude Coughing it provokes, which tears the Breaſt, 

Take Care then to reſtrain the gorging Feaſt ; 

Then preſently the Pain and the Diſeaſe, 

And the bad Seeds from whence they ſprung, will 
ceaſe, 


' K 3 Tur 


102 The ART of bringing up 


Turk next Diſtemper, and of all moſt vile, 
Will, with foul Sores, the Child's fair Skin defile, 
The Fever rages, as the Puſtles riſe, 
Which vex the Infant's Limbs, his Face and Eyes ; 
But tho? they are not to one Part confin'd, 


They ravage moſt the Facc, and leave their Marks be- 


- hind. | 
Whether they ſwell and ſhine above the Skin, 
Or whether, when oppreſt, they rage within; 
The riſing or the flatter Puſtle burns, 
*Till ripe, and then from Red to White it turns, 
Tt changes quite from what it was before, 
And a thick Cruſt o'erſpreads the ripen'd Sore, 
From Blood impure this dire Diſcaſe proceeds, 
Which in the Womb the ſucking Infant breeds, 
And from the vitious Men/trua drains the Seeds. 
The Mother's Veins with filthy Streams defil'd, 
The Poiſon there inbib'd, infects the Child: 
The Reli ds in his Blood, when born, remain, 
And thus wou'd Nature drive th' Infection out again. 
As when new Wines upon the Lee ferment, 
And itrive to burſt the Caſks wherein they're pent, 
Till off the Filth the flowing Vintage throws, 
And fine the Liquor from the Veſſel flows, 
So the new Blood in Infant Channels heats, 
And, while tis throwing off ill Humours, frets ; 
The Streams fermenting thro' the Veins diffus'd, 
Enflame, and thus is this Diſeaſe produc'd. 
Some, other Cauſes to this Ill, aſfign, 
And give their Reaſons for't, as theſe are mine: 


% 


But 


But ſu 
Nor c 
Ah! 
And ! 
For E 
He'll 

See tl 
The | 
His F 
And 
Thoſ 
You”: 
But e 
The 

Seek 


And 


pure 
And 
One 
The 


c HIL DN | 


But ſure, whate' er's the Cauſe, the Danger's great; 
Nor can a Child a worſe Infection get. 
Ah ! how he rends his little Throat with Cries, 
And looks upon his Nurſe with begging Eyes ? 
For Help he begs, what Help has ſhe to give ? 
de- He'll neither Nipple now, nor Spoon receive. 
See the fond Nurſe beholds with blubber'd Eyes 
The Babe, or o'er the cover'd Cradle ſighs. 
His Face a Red and White obſcenely wears, 
And his ſoft Skin with fluid Ulcers glares ; 
Thoſe Lips to which ſo faſt you ſtuck before, 
You'll loath, and ſtart to ſee the cruſted Gore. 
But do not waſte your Time in fruitleſs Plaints, 
The Child your Care, your ſpeedy Succour wants: 
Seek for a Remedy his Sores to kill, 
And flop th' Effects of this contagious III. 
Pure Water from the neighb'ring Fountains draw, 
And let him drink to cure his burning Maw : 
One Draught alone will ſeldom quench his Heat, 
The Fountain dip again, the Draught repeat: 
When his gorg'd Stomach's with the Load oppreſt, 
By Vomits let him caſe and cleanfe his Breaſt, 
Sweet Things you muſt not, when you feed him, uſe, 
Nor Fruits corrupted with immoderate Juice, 


A Drink of Syrian Dew, or Caſſia make; 0 
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The Nurſe the Potion for the Babe may take, 
And purge her Body for the Nurſling's ſake; 
„T will cleanſe her Milk, and when that dtream is pure, 


It much facilitates her Patient's Cure. 
But 
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But if your Care to quench his Fever fails, 

If inward the reſiſtleſs Fire prevails, 

If all your Oppoſition proves in vain, 

And you deſpair the Combat to maintain, 

Call the Phyſician to your Aid; adviſe 

With him, and do not think yourſelf too wiſe: 
Do not to ev'ry idle Tale attend, 

Nor on old Women's Recipe's depend. 

Too much the Learn'd into this Error give, 
Are thus deceiv'd themſelves, and thus deceive, 
None can of this in this Diſtemper doubt, 

The Poiſon that's within muſt all come out; 
And thoſe who drive it out a kindly Way, 
Their Judgment moſt in this Diſeaſe diſplay; 
Help what you can the Patient to perſpire, 
To ſwell the Puſtles, and expel the Fire. 


Bur leſt at any Time this fell Diſeaſe, 
So fatal, on their feeble Limbs ſhou'd ſeize, 
If Age and Strength will bear it, and you think 
The Poiſon does not inward tend to fink, 
Then with the Lancet prick the leaping Veins, 
And part the Plague which o'er the Body reigns, 
If Nature can't the reſt throw out; the Ficlds 
To help her, Simples, and the Garden yields : 
But above all's thy Virtue and thy Fame, 


Oh Herb! that from the Elm deriv'ſt thy Name; 


Thou that to ancient Ages waſt 1.nknoyzn, 
That art the G:ace and Glory of our own, 
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For with a wond'rous Faculty thou'rt bleſt, 

To eaſe the Load when Nature is oppreſt; 

Thou driv'ſt the foul Contagion from the Blood, 
And thro' the airy Pores emits the vitious Flood: 
But mind, as here and there the Puſtles ſpread, 
Lett they the Noſe, or Eyes, or Throat invade. 
And if it ſhou'd the Lungs or Bowels ſeize, 
Great is its Pow'r, and fatal this Diſeaſe : 

It threatens Death, or when ſeverely kind, 

t lets the Patient live, condemns it to be blind. 
Water the ſwelling Orbs with Dew, which flows 
By Chymick Secrets from the bleeding Roſe : 

Or with pure Milk which by the Nurſe is preſt, 
With a light Finger from her ſnowy Breaſt, 
Cicilian Saffron to its Face apply, 

And give its tumid Eyes the fragrant Dye. 

Nor is that Liquor with leſs Profit us d, 

Which by the Punick Orange ſqueez'd, s, produc'd, 
This Juice the Palate and the Eyes defends, 

And that of ruddy Grapes the Throat befriends : 
Sharp Vinegar, with acid Fumes, delights 

The Noſe, and back departing Life invites; 

And thoſe who with the Seed, a Friend to Sleep, 
Barbarian Dragon Thyme's together ſteep, 
Refreſh the Lungs, and by the frequent Doſe, 
Thoſe heaving Bellows, when diſturb'd, compoſe. 
Lentil's ſweet Oil decocted, who provides, 
Drives the Diſtemper from the Infant's Sides. 
When out the Poiſon's come which rag'd within, 
And high the Puſtules riſe above the Skin, 
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Vi'lets, the Spring's firſt beauteous Product, boil 
With Bran, and add to theſe green Camomile: 
Waſh its whole Body, bathe its Limbs obſcene; 
The Danger's paſt, and you the worſt have ſeen. 
Oh Child forbear to weep ; and thou forbear, 

Oh tender Mother, or to weep or fear, 

Long the Diſeaſe ſhall not the Infant grieve, 

But Faintneſs, his recover'd Members, leave. 
Doſt thou not ſee the ripen'd Ulcers run, 

Eje& the Poiſon, and *twill ſoon be gone: 

But if thou find'it it does not flow enough, 

The Cruſt too thick, and with the Thickneſs tough, 
Then with the golden Needle prick the Sore, 
And thro? the Hole convey the hidden Gore. 

Till the void Matter makes its Ulcers dry, 

And then to theſe another Bath apply.. 


Take Oil that from the verdant Myrtle flows, 


What from Ceruſe, and from the Purple Roſe ; 
By this they'll off the Body peel, and ſpread . 
With horrid Scales the mending Inſant's Bed. 
Thus from the yellow Trees the wither'd Leaves 
Drop, when the Year for coming Winter grieves. 
When the Sap's waſted, and the blaſting Air 
Beats on the Boughs, and leaves the Foreſt bare. 


Now (for in this you muſt not ſpare your Pains) 
Mind when they ſcale, that there no Scar remains. 
The Juice of Lillies, or the flow'ry Bean, 

Or the low Willow, or the ſalvage Cane, 
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provide, and boil it in the turgid Glaſs, 

'Twill keep the Body ſleek, and ſmooth the Face. 
The Sweat that from a Goat, or Cattle's Hoof 
Diſtils, is good. Experience is the Proof. 

A Bull's hot Blood, and fearful Hare's, are both 
Of healing Virtue, and the Skin will ſmooth : 
Chuſe your own Remedy, you're not confin'd, 

A thouſand are to injur'd Beauty kind. 

Of Beauty, ſuch the Love and ſuch the Care; 
Both it deſerves, for who would not be fair ? 
What Wretches, if of Rocks they were not born, 
The Care of ſo divine a Grace would ſcorn ? 


THEE next—Thy Cauſe and Symptoms T'll res 
hearſe, 
h terrible Diſeaſe ! ia lofty Verſe, 
Thee, Rome's aſſembled People gave a Name, 
To Children cruel, and to Men the ſame, 
From thoſe the Grecians call'd thee, tho' thy Rage 
Exerts itfelf, at Times, to ev'ry Age: 
Yet moſt on Infants thou delight'ſt to prey, 
And torture *em when firſt they ſee the Day. 
Diſtorted are their Nerves, their Eye-balls rowl, 
dtiff are their Joints, and ſtupid is their Soul. 
The Child is in the Fit, he breathleſs lyes, 
And Death or Sleep has lock'd his heavy Eyes, 
Life only by his foaming Lips is known, 
And by his outward Start, and inward Groan, 
dudden's the force of th Diſeaſe, and ſhort ;, 
Vor long will it his little Nerves diſtort, 
| Life 
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Life comes and goes the Motion's ſharp and quick, Its N; 


He's well to Dav, who Veſterday was ſick. | Abou! 
I wonder what ſhon'd this Diſtemper breed; With 
Does it from Floods of fly Phlegm proceed ? Cent 
Which riſing to the Brain, a filthy Fog What 
Moleſt the Spirits, and their Paſſage clog : Drink 


To force their Way, the ſtruggling Spirits ſtrive, 


And lab'ring from the Brain the Filth to drive, BY 
The Nerves are ſtretch'd: Does hidden Cold prevail! 8 
i To m 
And mount up to the Head, a pois'nous Gale : Ang 
This with its utmoſt Force the Brain reſiſts, "44 
For nothing hurts it like ſuch chilling Miſts : FP 


So ſubtle is its Subſtance, and ſo fine, 


Tis pierc'd by thick as cafily as thin. 


FirsT then, as this Diſeaſe by Cold is bred, 
By Heat expel it from the Heart and Head : 
Cold Things and moiſt avoid, and chuſe that Food 
Which chears the Spirits moſt, and warms the Blood ; 
But do not viſit oft the drunken God, 
For none, unpuniſh'd, take too large a Load : 
On Wheels forbear, and rapid Whirls to look, 
On rowling Rivers, or a trembling Brook : 
Nor ſleep upon the Ground ; a foggy Sky, 
And Scents ungrateful to the Noftrils, fly. 


Drive from your Soul whate'er provokes the Spleen, 


Divert your Mind, and keep your Body clean: 


Uſe Phyſic when tis fit, that Herb is good, 


Which graces with its Greens the Winter Wood ; 


Its 
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Its Name is Miſſetoe; that curls and twines 
About the Monarch Oak, as Ivy claſps the Vines 
With equal Profit you may take and join 

Sweet Cinnamon with this, or mix with Wine; 
What thy full Mouth commodiouſly contains 
Drink often, and prevent the threaten'd Pains. 

A Stag's burnt Horns and human Skull reduce 

To Aſhes, and in grateful Sweets infuſe, 

To mollifie the Bitter fill thy Spoon, 

And duly take it faſting for a Moon : 

This Doſe the Seeds of this Diſtemper kills, 

And the whole Frame with Health and Vigour fills, 
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S the Health of Children depends a great 
deal on the Conſtitution of their Parents, 
we think it neceſſary to complete our Plan, to add 
ſome Rules for the preſerving of Health, in the 
greateſt Vigour, in grown Perſons, written by 
an eminent Phyſician of the preſent Time; 
which, particularly ought to be attended to by 
married Perſons, who are deſirous of propagating 
an Oſtspring; as, a languid State of Health in 
them, is not only a preſent Evil, but, may be, 
a more deplorable one in Futurity, by being trans- 
ferred to their unhappy Offspring. 
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E who amid this feveriſh World would 
7 ES NS wear 


A Body free of Pain, of Cares a Mind ; 

Fly the rank City ſhun its turbid Air; 
Breathe not the Chaos of eternal Smoke 

And volatile Corruption, from the dead, 

The dying, fickning, and the living World 

Exhal'd, to ſully Heaven's tranſparent Dome 

With dim Mortality. It is not Air 

That from a thouſand Lungs reeks back to thine, 

Sated with Exhalations rank and fell, 

The Spoil of Dunghillss— 
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While yet you breathe, away ; the rural Wilds The 
f Invite ; the Mountains call you, and the Vales, The 
N The Woods, the Streams, and each ambrofial Breeze The 
That fans the ever undulating Sky ; Spo 
A kindly Sky ! whoſe foſt'ring Power regales AV 
Man, Beaſt, and all the vegetable Reign. Th: 
| Unz: 
Ix queſt of Sites, avoid the mournful Plain Unt 
Where Oſiers thrive, and Trees that love the Lake; Th. 
Where many lazy muddy Rivers flow: The 
Nor for the Wealth that all the Indies Roll Of 
Fix near the marſhy Margin of the Main. W Pur 
For from the humid Soil, and watry Reign, Tot 
Eternal Vapours riſe ; the ſpungy Air 80 | 
For ever weeps; or, turgid with the Weight Anc 
Of Waters, pours a ſounding Deluge down. 
Skies ſuch as theſe let ev'ry Mortal ſhun E 
Who dreads the Dropſy, Palſy, or the Gout, Or 
Tertain, corroſive Scurvy, or moiſt Catarrh; Me 
Or any other Injury that grows Of 
From raw-ſpun Fibres idle and unſtrung, | Swe 
Skin ill· perſpiring, and the purple Flood | Anc 
In languid Eddies loit'ring into Phlegm. Ane 
For 
Ve r not alone from humid Skies we pine; Mo 
For Air may be too dry. The ſubtle Heaven, The 
That winnows into Dutt the blaſted Downs, AG 
Bare and extended wide without a Stream, FRE 
Too faſt imbibes the attenuated Lymph Thi 


Which, by the Surface, from the Blood exhales. 


The 
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The Lungs grow rigid, and with Toil eſſay 
Their flexible Vibrations; or inflam'd, 
Their tender ever-moving Structure thaws. 
Spoil'd of its limpid Vehicle, the Blood 
A Maſs of Lees remains, a droſſy Tide, 
That flow as Lethe wanders thro” the Veins; 
Unactive in the Services of Life. 
Unfit to lead its pitchy Current thro” 
The ſecret mazy Channels of the Brain. 
The melancholic Fiend, (that worſt Deſpair 
Of Phyſic) hence the ruſt-complexion'd Man 
Purſues, whoſe Blood is dry, whoſe Fibres gain 
Too ſtretch'd a Tone: And hence in Climes aduſt 
So ſudden Tumults ſeize the trembling Nerves, 
And burning Fevers glow with double Rage, 


FLy, if you can, theſe violent Extremes 
Of Air ; the wholeſome is nor moiſt nor dry, 
Mean Time the moiſt Malignity to ſhun 
Of burthen'd Skies ; mark where the dry Champaign 
Swells into chearful Hills ; where Marjoram 
And Thyme, the Love of Bees perfume the Air ; 
And where the * Cynorrhodon with the Roſe 
For Fragrance vies; for in the the thirſty Soil 
Moſt fragrant breathe the aromatic Tribes. 
There bid thy Roofs high on the baſking Steep 
Aſcend, there light thy hoſpitable Fires. 
And let them ſce the Winter Morn ariſe, 
The Summer Ev'ning bluſhing in the Weſt ; 


® The wild Roſe or that which grows on the wild Briar» 
hile 
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While with umbrageous Oaks the Ridge behind, 
O'erhung, defends you from the bluſt'ring North, 
And bleak AMiQion of the peeviſh Eaſt. 

To pleaſe the Fancy is no trifling Good, 

Where Health is ſtudied ; for whatever moves 
The Mind with calm Delight, promotes the juſt 
And natural Movements of th* harmonious Frame. 
Beſides, the ſportive Brook for ever ſhakes 

The trembling Air that floats from Hill to Hill, 
From Vale to Mountain, with inceſſant Change 
Of pureſt Element, refreſhing ſtill 

Your airy Seat, and uninfected Gods. 

Chiefly for this J praiſe the Man who builds 

High on the breezy Ridge, whoſe lofty Sides 

Th' etherial Deep with endleſs Billows chafes. 
His purer Manſion nor contagious Years 

Shall reach, nor deadly putrid Airs annoy. 


Day be your Houſe : but airy more than warm. 

Elſe every Breath of ruder Wind will ſtrike 

Your tender Body thro? with rapid Pains ; 

Fierce Coughs will teaze you, Hoarſeneſs bind your 
Voice, | 

Or moiſt Gravedo load your aching Brows. 

Theſe to defy, and all the Fates that dwell 

In cloiſter'd Air tainted with ſteaming Life, 

Let lofty Ceilings grace your ample Rooms ; 

And ſtill at at azure Noontide may your Dome 


At every Window drink the liquid Sky, 
Need 
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Need we the ſunny Situation here, 
And Theatres open to the South, commend ? 


Here, where the Morning's miſty Breath infeſts 
More than the torrid Noon ? How ſickly grow, 
How pale, the Plants in thoſe ill-fated Vales 
Thar, circled round with the gigantic Heap 

Of Mountains, never felt, nor ever hope 

To feel, the genial Vigor of the Sun! 

While on the neighbouring Hill the Roſe inflames 
The verdant Spring; in Virgin Beauty blows 
The tender Lily, languiſhingly ſweet ; 

O'er every Hedge the wanton Woodbine roves, 
And Autumn ripens in the Summer's Ray. 

Nor leſs the warmer living Tribes demand 

The foſt'ring Sun: whoſe Energy divine 

Dwells not in mortal Fire; whoſe gen'rous Heat 
Glows thro' the Maſs of groſſer Elements, 

And kindles into Life the pond'rous Spheres. 


D 4. 


Ne ſo foreign but th' athletic Hind 
Can labour into Blood. The hungry Meal 

Alone he fears, or Aliments too thin, 

By violent Powers too eaſily ſubdu'd, 

Too ſoon expell'd. His daily Labour thaws, 

To friendly Chyle, the moſt rebellious Maſs 

That Salt can harden, or the Smoke of Years ; 

Nor does his Gorge the rancid Bacon rue, 

Nor that which Ceſtria ſends, tenacious Paſte 

Of ſolid Milk. But ye of ſofter Clay 
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Infirm and delicate! and ye who waſte 
With pale and bloated Sloth the tedious Day! J 
Avoid the ſtubborn Aliment, avoid 

The full Repaſt ; and let ſagacious Age 

Grow wiſer, leſſon'd by the dropping Teeth, 


Hare ſubtiliz'd to Chyle, the liquid Food 
Readicſt obeys th' aſſimilating Powers; 
And ſoon the tender vegetable Maſs 
Relents; and ſoon the Young of thoſe that tread 
The ſtedfaſt Earth, or cleave the green Abyſs, 
Or pathleſs Sky. And if the Steer muſt fall, 
In Youth and Vigour glorious let him dye z 
Nor ſtay till rigid Age, or heavy Ails, 
Abſolve him ill-requited from the Yoke. 
Some with high Forage, and luxuriant Eaſe, 
Indulge the veteran Ox ; but wiſer thou, 
From the bald Mountain or the barren Downs, 
Expect the Flocks by frugal Nature fed ; 
A Race of purer Blood, with Exerciſe 
Rehn'd and ſcanty Fare : For, old or young, 
The Stall'd are never healthy ; nor the Cramm'd, 
Not all the culinary Arts can tame, 
To wholſome Food, the abominable Growth 
Of Reſt and Gluttony ; the prudent Taſte 
Rejects like Bane ſuch loathſome Luſciouſneſs, 
Chuſe leaner Viands, ye whoſe jovial Make 
Too faſt the gummy Nutriment imbibes : 
Chuſe ſober Meals; and rouſe to active Life 


Your cumbrous Clay ; nor on th enfeebling Down» 
Irreſolute, 
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Irreſolute, protrat the Morning Hours. 
But let the Man whoſe Bones are thinly clad, 
With chearful Eaſe and ſucculent Repaſt 
Improve his ſlender Habit. Each Extreme 
From the bleſt Mean of Sanity departs, 


Txr all the Bounties of this fertile Globe, 
There is not ſuch a ſalutary Food 
As ſuits with every Stomach, But (except 
Amid the mingled Maſs of Fiſh and Fowl, 
And boil'd and bak'd, you heſitate by which 
You ſunk oppreſs'd, or whether not by all ; ) 
Taught by Experience ſoon you may diſcern 
What pleaſes, what offends. Avoid the Cates 
That lull the ſicken'd Appetite too long; 
Or heave with fev'riſh Fluſhings all the Face, 


Burn in the Palms, and parch the roughning Tongue; 


Or much diminiſh or too much increaſe 

Th' Expence which Nature's wiſe Oeconomy, 
Without or Waſte or Avarice, maintains. 

Such Cates abjur'd, let prouling Hunger looſe, 
And bid the curious Palate roam at Will ; 
They ſcarce can err amid the various Stores 
That burſt the teeming Entrails of the World. 


PRO TED by Inſtinct's never-erring Power, 


Each Creature knows its proper Aliment; 
But Man, th' Inhabitant of every Clime, 
With all the Commoners of Nature feeds. 
Directed, bounded, by this Pow'r within, 


Their 
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Their Cravings are well- aim' d: Voluptuous Man 
Is by ſuperior Faculties miſled; 

Miſled from Pleaſure even in Queſt of Joy. 

Sated with Nature's Boons, what Thouſands ſeek, 
With Diſhes tortur'd from their native Taſte, 
And mad Variety, to ſpur beyond 

Its wiſer Will the jaded Appetite ! 

Is this for Pleaſure ? Learn a juſter Taſte ; 

And know, that Temperance is true Luxury, 

Or is it Pride? Purſue ſome nobler Aim, 
Diſmiſs your Paraſites, who praiſe for Hire 

And carn the fair Eſteem of honeſt Men, 
Whoſe Praiſe is Fame. Form'd of ſuch Clay as yours, 
The Sick, the Needy, ſhiver at your Gates. 

Even modeſt Want may bleſs your Hand unſeen, 
Tho? huſh'd in patient Wretchedneſs at Home. 
Is there no Virgin, grac'd with every Charm 
But that which binds the mercenary Vow ? 

No Youth of Genius, whoſe neglected Bloom 
Unfoſter'd fickens in the barren Shade ? 

No worthy Man, by Fortune's random Blows, 
Or by a Heart too generous and humane, 
Conſtrain'd to leave his happy natal Seat, 

And ſigh for Wants more bitter than his own ? 
There are, while human Miſeries abound, 

A thouſand Ways to waſte ſuperfluous Wealth, 
Without one Fool or Flatterer at your Board, 
Without one Hour of Sickneſs or Diſguit. 
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BUT other Ills th* ambiguous Feaſt purſue, 
Beſides provoking the laſcivious Taſte. 
Such various Foods, tho' harmleſs each alone, 
Each other violate ; and oft we ſee 
What Strife is brew'd, and what pernicious Bane, 
From Combinations of innoxious Things. 
Th' unbounded Taſte I mean not to confine 
To Hermit's Diet needleſsly ſevere. 
But would you long the Sweets of Health enjoy, 
Or huſband Pleaſure ; at one impious Meal 
Exhauſt not half the Bounties of the Year, 
rs, Of every Realm. It matters not mean while 
How much To-morrow differs from To-day; 
So far indulge : *tis fit, beſides, that Man, 
To Change obnoxious, be to Change inur'd, 
But ſtay the curious Appetite, and taſte 
With Caution Fruits you never tried before. 
For want of uſe the kindeſt Aliment 
Sometimes offends ; while Cuſtom tames the Rage 
Of Poiſon to mild Amity with Life. 


So Heav'n has form'd us to the general Taſte 
Of all its Gifts ; ſo Cuſtom has improv'd 
This Bent of Nature ; that few ſimple Foods, 
Of all that Earth, or Air, or Ocean yicld, 
But by Exceſs offend, Beyond the Senſe 
Of light Refection, at the genial Board 
Indulge not often: nor protract the Feaſt 
IT FF To dull Satiety : till ſoft and flow 
IA drowzy Death creeps on, th' expanſive Soul | 
M Oppreſs'd, 
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Oppreſs'd, and ſmother'd the celeſtial Fire. 


The Stomach, urg'd beyond its active Tone, 


Hardly to nutrimental Chyle ſubdues 
The ſofteſt Food: unfiniſh'd and deprav'd, 
The Chyle, in all its future Wanderings, owns 


Its turbid Fountain; nor by purer Streams 


So to be clear'd, but Foulneſs will remain. 

To ſparkling Wine what Ferment can exalt 
Th' unripen'd Grape? Or what mechanic Skill 
From the crude Ore can ſpin the ductile Gold ? 
Groſs Riot treaſures up a wealthy Fund 

Of Plagues : but more immedicable Ille 


' Attend the lean Extreme. For Phyſic knows 


How to diſburden the too tumid Veins, 
Even how to ripen the hali-labour'd Blood; 
But to unlock the elemental Tubes, 
Collaps'd and ſhrunk with long Inanity, 


And with balſamic Nutriment repair 


The dried and worn-out Habit, were to bid 


Old Age grow green, and wear a ſecond Spring; 
Or the tall Aſh, long raviſh'd from the Soil, 
Thro' wither'd Veins imbibe the vernal Dew. 
When Hunger calls, obey ; nor often wait 
Till Hunger ſharpen to corroſive Pain: 

For the keen Appetite will feaſt beyond 

What Nature well can bear; and one Extreme 
Ne'cr without Danger meets its own Reverſe. 
Too greedily th* exhauſted Veins abſorb 

The recent Chyle, and load enfeebled Powers 
Oſt to th' Extinction of the vital flame. 


Bur 
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Bur tho' the two (the full and the jejune) 
Extremes have each their Vice; it much avails 
Ever with gentle Tide to ebb and flow 
From this to that: So Nature learns to bear 
Whatever Chance or headlong Appetite 
May bring. Beſides a meagre Day ſubdues 
The cruder Clods by Sloth or Luxury 
Collected; and unloads the Wheels of Life. 
Sometimes a coy Averſion to the Feaſt 
Comes on, while yet no blacker Omen lours ; 
Then is a Time to ſhun the tempting Board, 
Were it your natal or your nuptial Day. 

Per haps a Faſt fo ſeaſonable ſtarves 


The latent Seeds of W oe, which rooted once 
Might coſt you Labour. But the Day return'd 


Of feſtal Luxury, the wiſe indulge 

Moſt in the tender vegetable Breed: 

Then chiefly when the Summer beams inflame 
The brazen Heavens; or angry Syrius ſheds 
A feveriſh Taint thro” the ſtill Gulph of Air. 
The moiſt cool Viands then, and flowing Cup 
From the freſh Dairy-virgin's liberal Hand, 


Will fave your Head from Harm, tho' round the World 


The dreaded * Cauſos roll his waſteful Fires. 
Pale humid Winter loves the generous Board, 
The Meal more copious, and a warmer Fare; 


And longs with old Wood and old Wine to'chear 

His quaking Heart. The Seafons which divide 

The Empires of Heat und Cold; by neither claim'd, 
M 2 Influenc'd 


* The burning Fever, 
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Influenc'd by both; a middle regimen 
Impoſe. 


— — — 


O comfortable Streams ! With eager Lips 
And trembling Hand the languid thirſty quaff 


| New Life in you; freſh vigour fills their Veins, 


No warmer Cups the rural Ages knew; 

None warmer ſought the Sires of Human- kind. 
Happy in temperate Peace ! Their equal Days 
Felt not th' alternate Fits of feveriſh Mirth, 

And ſick Dejection. Still ſerene and pleas'd, 
They knew no Pains but what the tender Soul 
With Pleaſure yields to, and would ne'er forget. 
Bleſt with divine Immunity from Ails, 

Long Centuries they liv'd ; their only Fate 

Was ripe old Age, and rather Sleep than Death. 
Oh ! could thoſe Worthies from the World of Gods 
Return to viſit their degenerate Sons, 

How would they ſcorn the Joys of modern Time, 
With all our Art and Toil improv'd to Pain! 
Too happy they! But Wealth brought Luxury, 
And Luxury on Sloth begot Diſeaſe. 


Learn Temperance, Friends; and hear without 
Diſdain | 
The Choice of Water. Thus the * Coan Sage 
Opin'd, and thus the Learn'd of every School. 
What leaſt of foreign Principles partakes 
Is beſt : The lighteſt then; what bears the Touch 


Of 


* Hipocrates, 
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Of Fire the leaft, and ſooneſt mounts in Air; 
The molt inſipid; the moſt void of Smell. 
Such the rude Mountain from his horrid Sides 


Pours down ; ſuch Waters in the fandy Vale 
For ever boil, alike of Winter Frofts 
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And Summer's Heat feeure. The Chryſtal Stream, 


O'er Rocks reſounding, or for many a Mile 


Hurl'd down the pebbly Channel, wholeſome yields 


And half the Mountains melt into the Tide. 
Tho' Thirſt were ne'er ſo reſolute, avoid 
The ſordid Lake, and all ſuch drowſy Floods 
(With Reſt corrupt, with Vegetation green; 
Squalid with Generation, and the Birth 

Of little Monſters ;) till the Power of Fire 

Has from prophane Embraces diſengag'd 

The violated Lymph. The Virgin Stream 
In boiling waſtes its finer Soul in Air. 


Nothing like ſimple Element dilutes 
The Food, or gives the Chyle ſo ſoon to flow. 
But where the Stomach, indolently given, 
Toys with its Duty, animate with Wine 
Th' inſipid Stream: Tho? golden Ceres yields 
A more voluptuous, a more ſprightly Draught; 
Perhaps more active. Wine unmix'd, and all 
The gluey Floods that from the vex'd Abyſs 
Of Fermentation ſpring ; with Spirit fraught, 
And furious with intoxicating Fire ; 


Retard Concoction, and preſerve unthaw'd 
M 3 


And mellow Draughts; except when Winter thawss 


The 
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Th' embodied Maſs. You ſee what countleſs Years, 
Embalm'd in fiery Quinteſcence of Wine, 

The puny Wonders of the reptile World, 

The tender Rudiments of Life, the lim 

Unravellings of minute Anatomy, 

Maintain their Texture, and unchang'd remain, 


Wx curſe not Wine: The vile Exceſs we blame; 
More fruitful than the accummulated Board, 

Of Pain and- Miſery. For the ſubtle Draught 

Fafter and ſurer ſwells the vital Tide ; 

And with more active Poiſon, than the Floods 

Of groſſer Crudity convey, pervades 

The far-remote Meanders of our Frame. 


Mean Time, I would not always dread the Bowl, 


Nor every Treſpaſs ſhun, The feveriſh Strife. 
Rous'd by the rare Debauch, ſubdues, expells 

The loitering Crudities, that burthen Life ; 

And, like a Torrent full and rapid, clears 

Th' obſtructed Tubes. Beſides this reſtleſs World 
Is full of Chances, which by Habit's Power 

To learn to bear is eaſier than to ſhun. 


On ! ſeldom may the fated Hours return 
Of drinking deep ! I would not daily taſte, 
Except when Life declines, even ſober Cups. 
Weak withering Age no rigid Law forbids, 
With frugal NeQar, ſmooth and flow with Balm, 
"The ſapleſs Habit daily to bedew, 


And 
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And give the heſitating Wheels of Liſe. 
Gliblier to play. But Vouth has better Joys: 
And is it wiſe when Vouth with Pleaſure flows, 
To ſquander the Reliefs of Age and Pain? 


WHrarT dext'rous thouſands juſt within the Goal 
Of wild Debauch direct their nightly Courſe ! 
Perhaps no ſickly Qualms bedim their Days, 

No morning Admonitions ſhock the Head. 
But ah ! what Woes remain | Life rolls apace, 
And that incurable Diſeaſe old Age, 


In youthful Bodies more ſeverely felt, 
More ſternly active, ſhakes their blaſted Prime: 


Except kind Nature by ſome haſty Blow 

Prevent the lingering Fates. For know, whate'er 
Beyond its natural Fervour hurries on 

The ſanguine Tide ; whether the frequent Bowl, 
High-ſeaſon'd Fare, or Exerciſe to Toll 
Protracted; ſpurs to its laſt Stage tir'd Life, 

And ſows the Temples with untimely Snow. 


OT to debilitate with timorous Rules 
A hardy Frame; nor needleſsly to brave 


Unglorious Dangers, proud of Mortal Strength; 


Is all the Leſſon that in wholſome Years 
Concerns the Strong. His Care were ill beſtow'd 


Who would with warm Effeminacy nurſe 
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The thriving Oak, which on the Mountain's Brow 
Bears all the Blaſts that ſweep the wintry Heav'n. 


BE Hol p the Labourer of the Glebe, who toils 
In Duſt, in Rain, in cold and ſultry Skies: 
Save but the Grain from Mildews and the Flood, 
Nought anxious he what fickly Stars aſcend. 
He knows no Laws by Eſculapius given; 
He ſtudies none. Yet him nor Midnight Fogs 


Infeſt, nor thoſe envenom'd Shafts that fly 


When rabid Sirius fires th* autumnal Noon. 
His Habit pure with plain and temperate Meals, 
Robuſt with Labour, and by Cuſtom ſteel'd 
To every Caſualty of varied Life 

Serene he bears the peeviſh Eaſtern Blaſt, 


1 And uninfected breathes the mortal South. 


Sven the Reward of rude and ſober Life; 
Of Labour ſuch. By Health the Peaſant's Toil 
Is well repaid ; if Exerciſe were Pain 
Indeed, and Temperance Pain. By Arts like theſe 
Laconia nurs'd-of old her hardy Sons ; | 
And Rome's unconquer'd Legions urg'd their Way, 
Unhurt, thro' every Toil in every Clime, 


To1r, and be ſtrong. By Toil the flaccid Nerves 


Grow firm, and gain a more compacted Tone; 
The greener Juices are by Toil ſubdu'd, 
Mellow'd, and ſubtilis'd ; the vapid old 
Expell'd, and all the Rancour of the Blood, 


* 
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Come, my Companions, ye who feel the Charms 
Of Nature and the Year ; come, let us ſtray 
Where Chance or Fancy leads our roving Walk : 
Come, while the ſoft voluptuous Breezes fan 

The fleecy Heavens, enwrap the Limbs in Balm, 
And ſhed a charming Languor o'er the Soul. 

Nor when bright Winter ſows with prickly Froſt 
The vigorous Ether, in unmanly Warmth 

Indulge at Home; nor even when Eurus' Blaſts 
This Way and that convolve the lab'ring Woods. 
My liberal Walks, ſave when the Skies in Rain 
Or Fogs relent, no Seaſon ſhould confine 

Or to the cloiſter'd Gallery or Arcade. 

Go, climb the Mountain ; from th* etherial Source 
Imbibe the recent Gale. The chearful Morn 
Beams o'er the Hills; go, mount th' exulting Steed. 
Already, ſee, the deep- mouth'd Beagles catch 

The tainted Mazes ; and, on eager Sport 

Intent, with emulous Impatience try 

Each doubtful Trace. Or, if a nobler Prey 
Delight you more, go chaſe the deſperate Deer; 
And thro? its deepeſt Solitudes awake 

The vocal Foreſt with the jovial Horn. 


Bor if the breathleſs Chaſe o'er Hill and Dale 
Exceed your Strength ; a Sport of leſs Fatigue, 
Not leſs delightful, the prolific Stream 
Affords. The Chryſtal Rivulet, that o'er 
A ſtony Channel rolls its rapid Maze, 


Swarms with the filver Fry. 
i; But 
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But if thro' genuine Tenderneſs of Heart, 
Or ſecret Want of Reliſh for the Game, 
You ſhun the Glories of the Chace, nor care 


To haunt the peopled Stream ; the Garden yields 


A ſoft Amuſement, an humane Delight. 
To raiſe th* infipid Nature of the Ground ; 
Or tame its ſavage Genius to the Grace 

Of careleſs ſweet Ruſticity, that ſeems 
The amiable Reſult of happy Chance, 

Is to create ; and gives a God-like Joy, 
Which every Year improves. 
To check the lawleſs Riot of the Trees, 


Nor thou diſdain 


To plant the Grove, or turn the barren Mould. 


O happy he ! whom, when his Years decline, 
(His Fortune and his Fame by worthy Means 
Attain'd, and equal to his moderate Mind ; 
His Life approv'd by all the Wiſe and Good, 
Even envied by the Vain) the peaceful Groyes 
Of Epicurus, from this ſtormy World, 
Receive to Reſt ; of all ungrateful Cares 
Abſolv'd, and ſacred from the ſelfiſh Crowd, 
Happieſt of Men! if the ſame Soil invites 

A choſen few, Companions of his Youth, 
With whom in eaſy Commerce to purſue 


Nature's free Charms, and vie for ſylvan Fame: 


A fair Ambition ; void of Strife or Guile, 

Or Jealouſy, or Pain to be outdone. 

Who plans the enchanted Garden, who directs 
The Viſto beſt, and beſt conducts the Stream; 
Whoſe Groves the faſteſt thicken and aſcend ; 
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Whom firſt the welcome Spring ſalutes; who ſhews 
The carlieſt Bloom, the ſweeteſt proudeſt Charms, 
Of Flora ;. who. beſt gives Pomona's Juice 

To match the ſprightly Genius of Champain. 
Thrice happy Days ! in rural Buſineſs paſt. 

Bleſt Winter Nights ! when, as the genial Fire 
Chears the wide Hall, his cordial Family 

With foft Domeſtic Arts the Hours beguile, 

And pleaſing Talk that ſtarts no timorous Fame, 
Vith witleſs Wantonneſs to hunt it down : 

Or thro' the Fairy-Land of Tale or Song 
Delighted wander, in fictitious Fates 

Engag'd, and all that ſtrikes Humanity; 

Till loſt in Fable, they the ſtealing Hour 

Of timely Reſt forget. Sometimes, at Eve, 

His Neighbours lift the Latch, and bleſs unbid 

His feſtal Roof; while, o'er the light Repaſt, 

And ſprightly Cups, they mix in ſocial Joy; 

And, thro' the Maze of Converſation, trace 
Whate'er amuſes or improves the Mind. 
Sometimes at Eve (for I delight to taſte 

The native Zeſt and Flavour of the Fruit, 
Where Senſe grows wild and takes of no Manure) 
The decent, honeſt, chearful Huſbandman 

Should drown his Labours in my friendly Bowl ; 
And at my Table find himſelf at Home, 


WHaATE'ER: you ſtudy, in whate'er you ſweat, 
Indulge your Taſte. Some love the manly, Foils: ; 
The Tennis ſome ; and ſome the graceful Dance. 
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He chuſes beſt, whoſe Labour entertains 
His vacant Fancy moſt: The Toil you hate 


Fatigues you ſoon, and ſcarce improves your Limbs. 


As Beauty ſtill has Blemiſh ; and the Mind 
The moſt accompliſh'd its imperfect Side ; 
Few Bodies are there of that happy Mould 
But ſome one Part is weaker than the reſt : 
The Legs, perhaps, or Arms refuſe their Load, 
Or the Cheſt labours. Theſe aſſiduouſly, 

But gently, in their proper Arts employ'd, 
Acquire a Vigour and ſpringy Activity 


To which they were not born. But weaker Parts 


Abhor Fatigue and violent Diſcipline. 


BEGIN with gentle Toils ; and, as your Nerves 
Grow firm, to hardier by juſt Steps aſpire. 
"The Prudent, even in every moderate Walk, 


At firſt but ſaunter; and by flow Degrees 


Increaſe their Pace. This Doctrine of the Wiſe 
Well knows the Maſter of the flying Steed. 

Firſt from the Goal the manag'd Courſers play 
On bended Reins; as yet the ſkilful Youth 
Repreſs their foamy Pride; but every Breath 
The Race grows warmer, and the Tempeſt ſwells ; 
Till all the fiery Mettle has its Way, 

And the thick Thunder hurries o'er the Plain. 
When all at once from Indolence to Toil 

You ſpring, the Fibres by the haſty Shock 

Are tir'd and crack'd, before their unctuous Coats, 


Compreſs'd, 
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Compreſs'd can pour the lubricating Balm. 
Beſides, collected in the paſſive Veins, 

The purple Maſs a ſudden Torrent rolls, 
O'erpowers the Heart, and deluges the Lungs 
With dangerous Inundation : Oft the Source 

Of fatal Woes ; a Cough that foams with Blood, 
Aſthma, and feller * Peripneumonie, 

Or the flow minings of the hectic Fire. 


THe athletic Fool, to whom what Heaven deny'd 

Of Soul is well compenſated in Limbs, 

Oft from his Rage, or brainleſs Frolic, feels 

His Vegetation and Brute Force decay. 

The Men of better Clay and finer Mould 

Know Nature, feel the Human Dignity ; 

And ſcorn to vie with Oxen or with Apes. 

Purſued prolixly, even the gentleſt Toll 

Is Waſte of Health: Repoſe by ſmall Fatigue 

Is earn'd ; and (where your Habit is not prone 

To thaw) by the firſt Moiſture of the Brows. 

The fine and ſubtle Spirits coft too much 

To be profus'd, too much the roſcid Balm. 

But when the hard Varieties of Life 

You toil to learn; or try the duſty Chaſe, 

Or the warm Deeds of ſome important Day: 

Hot from the Field, indulge not yet your Limbs 

In wiſh'd Repoſe, nor court the fanning Gale, 

Nor taſte the Spring. O! by the ſacred Tears 

Of Widows, Orphans, Mothers, Siſters, Sires, 

| N Forbear 

* The Inflammation of the Lungs. 


ERNEST 1 of 


Forbear ! No other Peſtilence has driven 

Such Myriads o'er the irremeable Deep. 

Againſt the Rigors of a damp cold Heav'n 

To fortify their Bodies, ſome frequent 

The gelid Ciſtern ; and, where nought forbids, 

I praiſe their dauntleſs Heart: A Frame io ſteel'd 
Dreads not the Cough, nor thoſe ungenial Blaſts 
That breathe the Tertian or fell Rheumatiſm ; 
The Nerves fo temper'd never quit their Tone, 
No chronic Languors haunt ſuch hardy Breaſts. 
But all Things have their Bounds ; and he who makes 
By daily Uſe the kindeſt Regimen 

Eſſential to his Health, ſhould never mix 

With Human Kind, nor Art nor Trade purſue. 
He not the ſafe Viciſſitudes of Life 

Without ſome Shock endures ; ill-fitted he 

To want the known, or bear unuſual Things. 
Beſides, the powerful Remedies of Pain 

(Since Pain in ſpite of all our Care will come) 
Should never with your proſperous Days of Health 
Grow too familiar : For by frequent Uſe 

The ſtrongeſt Medicines loſe their healing Power, 
And even the ſareſt Poiſons their's to kill. 


Bur now the Hours and Seaſons when to toil 
From foreign Themes recall my wandering Song. 
Some labour faſting, or but ſlightly fed 
To lull the grinding Stomach's hungry Rage, 
Where Nature feeds too corpulent a Frame 


- 'Tis wiſely done: For while the thirſty Veins, 
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Impatient of lean Penury, devour 
The treaſur'd Oyl, then is the happieſt Time 
To ſhake the lazy Balſam from its Cells. 
Now while the Stomach from the full Repaſt 
Subſides, but e're returning Hunger gnaws, 
Ye leaner Habits, give an Hour to Toll : 
And ye whom no Luxuriancy of Growth 
Oppreſſes yet, or threatens to oppreſs. 
But from the recent Meal no Labours pleaſe, 

$ Of Limbs or Mind. For now the cordial Powers 
Claim all the wandering Spirits to a Work. 
Of ſtrong and ſubtle Toil, and great Event; 
A Work of Time : And you may rue the Day 
You hurried, with ill-ſeaſon'd Exerciſe, 
A half concocted Chyle into the Blood. 
The Body overcharg'd with unctuous Phlegm 
Much Toil demands: The lean elaſtic leſs. 
While Winter chills the Blood, and binds the Veins, 
No Labours are too hard : By thoſe you 'ſcape 
The ſlow Diſcaſes of the torpid Year ; 
Endleſs to name; to one of which alone, 
To that which tears the Nerves, the Toil of Slaves 
Is Pleaſure : Oh ! from ſuch inhuman Pains 
May all be free who merit not the Wheel ! [ 
But from the burning Lyon when the Sun 
Pours down his ſultry Wrath; now while the Blood 
Too much already maddens in the Veins, 
And all the finer Fluids thro' the Skin 
Explore their Flight ; me, near the cool Caſcade 
Reclin'd, or ſaunt'ring in the lofty Grove, 
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No needleſs flight Occaſion ſhould engage 
To pant and ſweat beneath the fiery Noon. 
Now the freſh Morn alone and mellow Eve 
To ſhady Walks and active rural Sports 
Invite. But, while the chilling Dews deſcend, 
May nothing tempt you to the cold Embrace 
Of humid Skies: Tho? 'tis no vulgar Joy 
To trace the Horrors of the ſolemn Wood 
While the ſoft Evening ſaddens into Night : 
Tho” the ſweet Poet of the vernal Groves 
Melts all the Night in Strains of am'rous Woe. 


THe Shades deſcend, and Midnight o'er the World 
Expands her ſable Wings. Great Nature droops 
Thro' all her Works. Now happy he whoſe Toil 
Has o'er his languid powerleſs Limbs diffus'd 
A pleaſing Laflitude : He not in vain 
| Invokes the gentle Deity of Dreams. 

Ris Powers the moſt voluptuouſly diſſolve 
In ſoft Repoſe : On him the balmy Dews 
Of Sleep with double Nutriment deſcend. 
But would you ſweetly waſte the Blank of Night 
In deep Oblivion ; or on Fancy's Wings 
Viſit the Paradiſe of happy Dreams, 

And waken chearful as the lively Morn ;_ 
Oppreſs not Nature finking down to Reſt 
With Feaſts too late, too ſolid, or too full. 
But be the firſt Concoction half-matur'd 
E're you to mighty Indolence reſign 

Your paſſive Faculties. 


0 
O 
Y 
T 
D 
C 
V 
1 
8 
0 
8 
1 
I 
I 


6 


Feel the freſh Impulſe, and awake the Soul. 
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Ix Study ſome protract the ſilent Hours, 

Which others conſecrate to Mirth and Wine ; 
And ſleep till Noon, and hardly live till Night. 
But ſurely this redeems not from the Shades 
One Hour of Life, Nor does it nought avail 
What Seaſon you to drowſy Morpheus give 
Of th' ever-varying Circle of the Day ; 
Or whether, thro” the tedious Winter Gloom, 
You tempt the Midnight or the Morning Damps. 
The Body, freſh and vigorous from Repoſe, 
Defies the early Fogs : But, by the Toils 
Of wakeful Day, exhauſted and unſtrung, 
Weakly reſiſts the Night's unwholſome Breath. 
The grand Diſcharge, th* Effuſion of the Skin, 
Slowly impair'd, the languid Maladies 
Creep on, and thro! the ſick'ning Functions teal. N 
So, when the chilling Eaſt invades the Spring, | | 
The delicate Narciſſus pines away il 
In hectic Languor; and a flow Diſeaſe 
Taints all the Family of Flowers, condemn'd 
To cruel Heav'ns. But why, already prone 
To fade, ſhould Beauty cheriſh its own Bane ? 
O Shame ! O Pity ! nipt with pale Quadrille, 
And Midnight Cares, the Bloom of Albion dies | 


By Toil ſubdu'd, the Warrior and the Hind 
Sleep faſt and deep; their active Functions ſoon 
With generous Streams the ſubtle Tubes ſupply ; 
And ſoon the tonick irritable Nerves 
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The Sons of Indolence, with long Repoſe, 
Grow torpid ; and with ſloweſt Lethe drunk, 
Feebly and lingringly return to Life, 

Blunt every Senſe, and pow” leſs every Limb. 
Ye, prone to Sleep (whom ſleeping moſt annoys) 
On the hard Mattraſs or elaſtic Couch 


Extend your Limbs, and wean yourſelves from Sloth ; 


Nor grudge the lean Projector, of dry Brain 

And ſpringy Nerves, the Blandiſhments of Down : 
Nor envy while the buried Bacchanal 

Exhales his Surfeit in prolixer Dreams, 


He without Riot, in the balmy Feaſt 
Of Life, the Wants of Nature has ſupplied, 
Who riſes cool, ſerene, and full of Soul. 
But pliant Nature more or leſs demands 
As Cuſtom forms her ; and all ſudden Change 
She hates of Habit, even from bad to good. 
If Faults in Life, or new Emergencies, 
From Habits urge you by long Time confirm'd, 
Slow may the Change arrive, and Stage by Stage; 
Slow as the Shadow o'er the Dial moves, 
Slow as the ſtealing Progreſs of the Year. 


OBSERVE the circling Year. How unperceiv'd 
Her Seaſons change ! Behold ! by flow Degrees, 
Stern Winter tam'd into a ruder Spring; 

The ripen'd Spring a milder Summer glows; 
Departing Summer ſheds Pomona's Store; 
And aged Autumn brews the Winter Storm. 
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Slow as they come, theſe Changes come not void 
Of mortal Shocks : The Cold and Torrid Reigns, 
The two great Periods of th' important Year, 
Are in their firſt Approaches ſeldom ſafe: 
Funereal Autumn all the Sickly dread, 

And the black Fates deform the lovely Spring. 

He well advis'd who taught our wiſer Sires 

Early to borrow Muſcovy's warm Spoils; 

E're the firſt Froſt has touch'd the tender Blade, 
And late reſign them, tho” the wanton Spring 
Should deck her Charms with all her Siſter's Rays, 
For while the Effluence of the Skin maintains 

Its native Meaſure, the pleuritic Spring 

Glides harmleſs by; and Autumn, ſick to Death 
With fallow Quartans, no Contagion breathes. 


SOON as a not unpleaſing Horror glides 
Along the Spine, thro? all your torpid Limbs ; 
When firſt the Head throbs, or the Stomach feels 
A ſickly Load, a weary Pain the Loins ; 
Be Celſus call'd : The Fates come ruſhing on 
The rapid Fates admit of no Delay. 
While wilful you, and fatally ſecure, 
Expect To-morrow's more auſpicious Sun, 
The growing Peſt, whoſe Infancy was weak 
And eaſy vanquiſh'd, with triumphant Sway 
O'erpow'rs your Life. For want of timely Care 
Millions have died of medicable Wounds, 
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An ! in what Perils is vain Life engag'd 
What ſlight Neglects, what trivial Faults deſtroy 
The hardieſt Frame ! Of Indolence, of Toil, 
We die; of Want, of Superfluity. 

The abe Heaven, the vital Air, 

Is big with Death. And, tho' the putrid South 
Be ſhut; tho' no convulſive Agony 

| Shake, from the deep Foundations of the World, 
Th' impriſoned Plagues ; a ſecret Venom oft 
Corrupts the Air, the Water, and the Land. 


T FA8SSIONS 


HE Choice of Aliment the Choice of Air. 
The Uſe of Toil and all external Things, 
Already ſung ; it now remains to trace 
What good, what evil from ourſelves proceeds : 
And how the ſubtle Principle within 
Iuſpires with Health, or mines with ſtrange Decay. 
The paſſive Body.—— — 


THERE is, they ſay, (and J believe there is) 
A Spark within us of th' immortal Fire, 
That animates and moulds the groſſer Frame; 
And when the Body ſinks eſcapes to Heaven, 
Its native Seat, and mixes with the Gods. 
Mean while this heavenly Particle pervades 
The mortal Elements, in every Nerve 
It thrills with Pleaſure, or grows mad with Pain, 
And, in its ſecret Conclave, as it feels 
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The Body's Woes and Joys, this ruling Power 
Weilds at its Will the dull material World, 
And is the Body's Health or Malady. l 
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By its own Toil the groſs corporeal Frame 
Fatigues, extenuates, or deſtroys itſelf: 
Nor leſs the Labours of the Mind corrode | 
The ſolid Fabric. For by ſubtle Parts. 
And viewleſs Atoms, ſecret Nature moves 
The mighty Wheels of this ſtupendous World. 
By ſubtle Fluids pour'd thro' ſubtle Tubes 
The natural, vital, Functions are perform'd. 
By theſe the ſtubborn Aliments are tam'd ; 
The toiling Heart diſtributes Life and Strength; 
Theſe the ſtill· crumbling Frame rebuild ; and theſe 
Are loſt in thinking, and diſſolve in Air, 


Bur 'tis not Thought (for ſtill the Soul's employ'd) j 
"Tis painful thinking that corrodes our Clay. 
All Day the vacant Eye without Fatigue 
Strays o'er the Heaven and Earth ; but long intent 
On microſcopic Arts its Vigour fails. 
Juſt ſo the Mind, with various Thought amus'd, 
Nor akes itſelf, nor gives the Body Pain. 
But anxious Study, Diſcontent, and Care, 
Love without Hope, and Hate without Revenge, 
And Fear, and Jealouſy, fatigue the Soul, 
Engroſs the ſubtle Miniſters of Life, 
And ſpoil the lab'ring Functions of their Share. 
Hence the lean Gloom that Melancholy wears; 


Th 
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The Lover's Paleneſs ; and the fallow Hue 
Of Envy, Jealouſy ; the meagre Stare 


Of ſore Revenge: The canker'd Body hence 
Betrays each fretful Motion of the Mind. 


Wir x Reading pleaſes, but no longer, read; 
And read aloud, reſounding Hemer”s Strain, 
And weild the Thunder of Demoſthenes. 
The Cheſt fo exercis'd improves its Strength; 
And quick Vibrations thro' the Bowels drive 
The reſtleſs Blood, which in unactive Days 
Would loiter elſe thro unelaſtic Tubes. 


Deem it not trifling while I recommend 


What Poſture ſuits : To Rand and fit by Turns, 
As Nature prompts, is beſt. But o'er your Leaves 
To lean for ever, cramps the vital Parts, 

And robs the fine Machinery of its Play, 


Ts the great Art of Life to manage well 


The reſtleſs Mind. For, ever on Purſuit 


Of Knowledge bent, it ſtarves the groſſer Powers: 
Quite unemploy'd, againſt its own Repoſe 


It turns its fatal Edge, and ſharper Pangs 


'Than what the Body knows embitter Lite. 
Chiefly where Solitude, ſad Nurſe of Care, 

To ſickly Muſing gives the penſive Mind. 

There Madneſs enters ; and the dim-ey'd Fiend, 
Sour Melancholy, Night and Day provokes 

;Her own eternal Wound. The Sun grows pale ; ; 


A mournful viſionary Light o 'erſpreads 


The 
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The chearful Face of Nature: Earth becomes 

A dreary Deſart, and Heaven frowns above. 

Then various Shapes of curs'd Illuſion riſe : 
Whate'er the Wretched fears, creating Fear 
Forms out of nothing ; and with Monſters teems 
Unknown in Hell. The proſtrate Soul beneath 
A Load of huge Imagination heaves. 

And all the Horrors that the Guilty feel 

With anxious Flutterings wake the guiltleſs Breaſt. 


An ! from your Boſoms baniſh, if you can, 
Thoſe fatal Gueſts : And firſt the Demon Fear, 
That trembles at impoſſible Events; 

Leſt aged Atlas ſhould reſign his Load, 

And Heaven's eternal Battlements ruſh down. 

Is there an Evil worſe than Fear itſelf ? 

And what avails it, that indulgent Heaven 

From Mortal Eyes has wrapt the Woes to come, 
If we, ingenious to torment ourſelves, 

Grow pale at hideous Fictions of our own ? 
Enjoy the preſent ; nor with needleſs Cares, 


Of what may ſpring ſrom blind Misfortune's Womb, 


Appal the ſureſt Hour that Life beſtows. 
Serene, and Maſter of yourſelf, prepare 


For what may come; and leave the reſt to Heaven. 


Orr from the Body, by long Ails miſtun'd, 
Theſe Evils ſprung, the moſt important Health, 
That of the Mind, deſtroy : And when the Mind 
They firſt invade, the conſcious Body ſoon 
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And bravely by reſiſting conquer Fate, 


In ſympathetic Languiſhment declines. 

Theſe chronic Paſſions, while from real Woes 
They riſe, and yet without the Body's Fault 

Infeſt the Soul, admit one only Cure ; 

Diverſion, Hurry, and a reſtleſs Life. 

Vain are the Conſolations of the Wiſe, 

In vain your Friends would reaſon down your Pain. 
O ye whoſe Souls relentleſs Love has tam'd 

To ſoft Diſtreſs, or Friends untimely lain ! 

Court not the Luxury of tender Thought ; 

Nor deem it impious to forget thoſe Pains 

That hurt the Living, nought avail the Dead. 

Go, ſoft Enthuſiaſt ! quit the Cypreſs Groves, 

Ner to the Rivulet's lonely Moanings tune 

Your ſad Complaint. Go, ſeek the chearful Haunts 
Of Men, and mingle with. the buſtling Croud ; 

Lay Schemes for Wealth, or Power, or Fame, the Wiſh 
Of nobler Minds, and puſh them Night and Day. 
Or join the Caravan in Queſt of Scenes 

New to your Eyes, and ſhifting every Hour, 
Beyond the Alps, beyond the Apennines. 

Or, more advent'rous, ruſh into the Field 

Where War grows hot; and, raging thro' the Sky, 
The loſty Trumpet ſwells the maddening Soul: 
And in the hardy Camp and toilſome March 

Forget all ſoſter and leſs manly Cares. 


Bur moſt too paſſive, when the Blood runs low, 
Too weakly. indolent to ſtrive with Pain, 


Try 
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Try Circe's Arts; and in the tempting Bowl 
Of poiſon'd Nectar ſweet Oblivion drink. 
Struck by the powerful Charm, the Gloom diſſolves 
In empty Air; Elyſum opens round. 

A pleaſing Phrenzy buoys the lighten'd Soul, 

And ſanguine Hopes diſpel your fleeting Care; 
And what was difficult, and what was dire, 

Yields to your Proweſs and ſuperior Stars : 

The happieſt you of all that e'er were mad, 

Or are, or ſhall be, could this Folly laſt. 

But ſoon your Heaven is gone, a heavier Gloom 
Shuts o'er your Head ; 100 

Swoln o'er its Banks with ſudden Mountain Rain, 
Sinks from its Tumult to a ſilent Brook; 

So, when the frantic Raptures in your Breaſt 
Subſide, you languiſh into mortal Man; 

You ſleep, and waking find yourſelf undone. 

For prodigal of Life in one raſh Night 

You laviſh'd more than might ſupport three Days. 

A heavy Morning comes ; your Cares return 

With tenfold Rage. 

You curſe the fluggiſh Port ; you curſe the Wretch, 
The Felon, with unnatural Mixture firſt 
Who dar'd to violate the Virgin Wine. 

Or on the Fugitive Champargn you pour 

A thouſand Curſes; for to Heav'n it rapt 
Your Soul, to plunge you deeper in Deſpair. 
Perhaps you rue even that divineſt Gift, 

The gay, ſerene, good natur'd Burgunay, 

Or the freſh fragrant Vintage of the Rhine : 
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„ as the thundering Stream, 


And 
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And wiſh that Heaven from Mortals had wich-held 
The Grape, and all intoxicating Bowls. 


BESsID Es, it wounds you ſore to recollect 
What Follies in your looſe, unguarded Hour 
Eſcap'd. By one irrevocable Word, 
Perhaps that meant no Harm, you loſe a Friend. 
Or in the Rage of Wine your haſty Hand 
Performs a Deed to haunt you to your Grave. 
Add that your Means, your Health, your Parts decay ; 
Your Friends avoid you; brutiſhly transform'd 
They hardly know you ; or if one remains 
To wiſh you well, he wifhes you in Heaven. 


Bur, know whatever chearful and ſerene 
Supports the Mind, ſupports the Body too. 
Hence the moſt vital Movement Mortals feel 
Is Hope ; the Balm and Liſe-blood of the Soul. 
It pleaſes, and it laſts. Indulgent Heaven 
Sent down the kind Deluſion, thro' the Paths 
Of rugged Life to lead us patient on; 

And make our happieſt State no tedious Thing. 
Our greateſt Good, and what we leaſt can ſpare, 
Is Hope; the laſt of all our Evils, Fear. 


But there are Paſſions grateful to the Breaft, 
And vet no Friends to Life : Perhaps they pleaſe 
Or to I-xceſs, and diſſipate the Soul; 
Or while they pleaſe, torment. "Phe ſtubborn Clown, 
Tre ill- tam'd Ruftian, and pale Uſurer, 
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(If Love's Omnipotence ſuch Hearts can mould) 
May ſafely mellow into Love; and grow 

Refin'd, humane, and generous, if they can. 

Love in ſuch Boſoms never to a Fault 

Or pains or pleaſes. But ye finer Souls, 

Form'd to ſoft Luxury, and prompt to thrill 

With all the Tumults, all the Joys and Pains, 
That Beauty gives; with Caution and Reſerve 
Indulge the ſweet Deſtroyer of Repole, 

Nor court too much the Queen of charming Cares. 
For, while the cheriſh'd Poiſon in your Breaſt 
Ferments and maddens ; fick with Jealouſy, 
Abſence, Diſtruſt, or e'en with anxious Joy, 

The wholſome Appetites and Powers of Liſe 
Diſſolve in Languor. The coy Stomach loaths 
The genial Board: Your chearful Days are gone: 
The generous Bloom that fluſh'd your Cheeks is fled. | 
The Body waſtes away; th" infected Mind, ; 
Diſſolv'd in Female Tenderneſs, forgets 

Each manly Virtue, and grows dead to Fame. 
Sweet Heaven from ſuch intoxicating Charms , 
Defend all worthy Breaſts ! Not that I deem | 
Love always dangerous, always to be ſnun'd. 
Love well repaid, and not too weakly ſunk - 

In wanton and unmanly Tenderneſs, 

Adds Bloom to Health ; o'er every Virtue ſheds 
A gay, humane, and amiable Grace, 

And brightens all the Ornaments of Man. 
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As is the Paſſion, ſuch is ſtill the Pain 
The Body feels; or chronic, or acute. 
And oft a ſudden Storm at once o'erpowers 
The Life, or gives your Reaſon to the Winds. 
Such Fates attend the raſh Alarm of Fear, 
And ſudden Grief, and Rage, and ſudden Joy. 


THERE are, mean Time, to whom the boiſt'rous Fit 
Is Health, and only fills the Sails of Life. 
For where the Mind a torpid Winter leads, 
Wrapt in a Body corpulent and cold, 
And each clogg'd Function lazily moves on 
A generous Sally ſpurns th' incumbent Load, 
Unlocks the Breaſt, and gives a cordial Glow. 
But if your wrathful Blood is apt to boil, 
Or are your Nerves too irritably ſtrung, 
Wave all Diſpute; be cautious, if you joke; 
Keep Lent for ever; and forſwear the Bowl. 
Fate, arm'd with Thunder, Fire, and every Plague 
That ruins, tortures, or diſtracts Mankind, 
And makes the Happy wretched in an Hour, 
O'erwhelms you not with Woes ſo horrible 
As your own Wrath, nor gives more ſudden Blows, 


THERE is a Charm, a Power, that (ways the Breaſt ; 
Bids every Paſſion revel or be ſtill; 
Inſpires with Rage, or all your Cares diſſolves ; 
Can ſooth Diſtraction, and almoſt Deſpair. 
That Power is Muſic. — 
Muſic exalts cach Joy, allays each Grief, 


Expels 
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Expels Diſeaſes, ſoftens every Pain, 

Subdues the Rage of Poiſon, and the Plague; 
And hence the Wiſe of antient Days ador'd 
One Power of Phyſic, Melody, and Song. 


"Tis not for Mortals always to be bleſt. 
But him the leaſt the dull or painful Hours 


Of Life oppreſs, whom ſober Senſe conducts, 


And Virtue, thro' this Labyrinth we tread. 


ViRTvE, the Strength and Beauty of the Soul, 
Ts the beſt Gift of Heaven : A Happineſs 
That even above the Smiles and Frowns of Fate 
Exalts great Nature's Favourites : A Wealth 
That ne'er encumbers, nor to baſer Hands 
Can be transfer'd : It is the only Good 


Man juſtly boaſts of, or can call his own. 
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BO ORS printed for and ſold by R. Goadby 
in Sherborne, and W. Owen, at Temple-Bar, 
London. | 


Fo 


1. A Full and Authentic Account of the 


Prange and myſterious Affair between Mary Squires a Gypſy, and 
ErL1zABETH CANNING ; who ſwore that ſhe was rebbed, and after- 
wards confined by the Gypſy, till ſhe was almoſt ſtarved ; for which the 
Gypſy was condemned to Death, but afterwards received his Majeſty's 
Pardon. With all the Particulars of the TRYAL of Elizabeth Canning 
afterwards, upon an Indictment for a Falſe Accuſation, &c. of the Gypſy, 
which began at the Od Bailey on Monday the 29th of April, 17 54, and 
2 till Tueſday the ſeventh of May. The Second Edition. Price 
IS, 40. 1 


2. The DISCOVERIES of Joun PouLTER, 


alias BaxTER, who was condemned at Wells Aſſizes, 1753, and fince exe- 
cuted, ſor robbing Dr. Hancock of Saliſbury: Laying open the whole Tricks 
of Rogues and Sharpers; with Cautions to Houſekeepers, to prevent 
their Houſes and Shops being brok-open ; to thoſe whotravel, to prevent 
their being robbed ; and to thoſe who frequent Fairs, &c, from being im- 
poſed upon by Gamblers and Sharpers of any Sort; with Directions how 
— Horſes from being ſtolen out of Grounds and Commons, Price 
only 6 d. | 


3- MOTIVES and INCENTIVES to the 


Lo ve of GOD, pathetically diſcourſed of in ſuch a Manner, as may ex- 
cite the warme Devotion, and moſi fervent Love towards GOD. Ina 
real Letter from the Hon. Robert Boyle, to a young Gentleman whom be 
had a great Value for. Price 2 5s. ö d. 


4. A Compleat HISTORY of the Town and 


Abbey of GLASTONBURY : With an Account of the Vaters there, 
and the Diſorders they are efficacious in, Price One Shi/ling. 


5. WINTER Evenincs ENTERT AIN> 


MENT : Conſiſting of the bet Novels and Hiftories that could be col- 

lected from the be Writers of various Countries: Among which is the 

celebrated Hiſtory of Tur AGENEs and CHARICLIA, allowed by all goed 

1 to be the moſt entertaining and beſt calculated Novel ever publiſhed, 
Two Pocket Volumes, 


a tO a as toc. 2 ws... Oe tn. 


w_ ooo c+o.a 0d £i.. co __.£a6c 


—_— . res 


6. The CHRIS TIAN's PockET-CoupAN ION, 


extracted from the Holy Seriptures 3 from which the moſt beautiful and af< 
fefting Paſſages are ſelacted and placed under proper Heads, ſo as to make it 


the propereſt Boot to affect the Heart with a true Senſe of ene * 
ppi 
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ſopply the Mind with excellent Thoughts, Divine Meditations, and exalted 
Songs of Praiſe, Price 1s, 8 d. in Sheep, 2 5. in Calf. 


3. The Remarkable and Entertaining HisToRY 
of the twenty-three Years CAPTIVITY and ADVENTURES among the 
Moors in Barbary, of THOMAS PELLOW, of Penryn, ia the County of 
Cormuall, who was taken by the Sa/lee Rovers, and carried into Slavery to 
Mequinez at eleven Years of Age, Price 33. 


4. The Fifth Edition of the Extraordinary and 


Entertaining LIFE of 


Mr. BAMPFYLDE-MOORE CAREW, 


Who has been for thirty Years paſt, and is now, the KINO of the Beg- 
gars,) who, though deſcended from and allied to ſome of the beſt Families 
in England, yet entered into a Society of Gypfies, and paſſed through all 
the various Orders of Mendicants, till he arrived to be their KI x ; going 
through a great Number of Adventures, in a vaſt Variety of Shapes and 
Characters through almoſt every Part of Great-Britain and Ireland, and 
ſeveral other Parts of Europe. To which is added, His TRAVELS twice 
through great Partof America, Price 3 5, 


5. The RUDIMENTS of PHYSICK, deſcribed 


and explained in the myſt eaſy and familiar Manner, by Way of DIA- 
L0GUE between a Phyſician aud his Pupil : Compiled for the Uſe of 

young STUDENTS in PAHYSICX, and thoſe who are put to Apotbecaries 

either in Town or Country, to give them a thorough Infight into the 

— of the Art. By the celebrated FOHN GROENFELT, M. D. 
rice 55, 


6. A WarninG-Pitce againſt MURDER: 


Containing 2 great Number of remarkable Hiſtories of ſecret Murders, diſ- 
covered in a providential Manner: From whence it will appear, that 
however ſecretly they are committed Providence will bring them to Light 
and Punifhmert, Price 2 5. 6 d. 


7. Two humorous NOVELS, written by the 


ingenious Author of Don Quixote, viz. 1ſt. A Dialogue between two 
Dogs ; givingan Account of the various Adventures they had gone thro” 
with the different Maſters they lived with. 2d. The comical Hiſtory of 
RincoxgTeE and CoxTADILO, two Spaniſh Pick-pockets: Now firſt 
tranſlated from the Spani/h, The Second Edition, Price 1 5. 6 d. 


This 


BOOKS Printed for, Gr. 
This Day publiſhed, 


In Two Large Octavo VoLUMEs, 


(Price Twelve Shillings ) 
Adorned with Copetr -<PLaTE CUTS, 


For the USE. of FAMuILIEsS, 


(Being calculated to in/ru# in all Uſeful Knowledge, 
.thoſe who have not had the Advantage of an Edu- 
cation, or have not Abilities to purchaſe, or Time to 
read many Books) 


The FAMILY LIBRARY, 


In Four ParrTs. 
1ſt. A Diſplay of the Works of the Creation. 


In which, the mot ſurprizing N orders of the Earth, Air, ane Waters, 
with the other Parts of Nature, will be laid open in an entertaining and 
affecting Manner, with a great Variety of other Subjects, calculated to 
improve, after an eaſy and agrecable Manner, the Faculties of the Mind in 
RELIGION, VIRTUE, and all other UsxrFur KNOWLEDGE. 


2d. A great Number of Excellent Pieces of 


POETRY, ſelected from various Write:s : Many Directions and Hints 
for Improvements to be made in Hus ANDRE and GARDENING, With ſe- 
veral other Subjects. 


2d. A Collection of the beſt and moſt entertain- 
ing VOYAGES and TRAVELS that have been ever publiſhed, giving an 
Account of the Inhabitants, Curiofiries, Sc. of various Parts of the 
World. 


4. A New HISTORY of ENGLAND; 


Giving an Account of the Cuſtoms and Manners of its original Inhabi- 
tants, the ancient Britains; with the many bloody Wars and noble Strug- 
gles for Liberty they had with the Romans : Of the Invaſion of the Sax- 
ons, and the great Number of Battles fought between them and the Bri- 
tains ; with the Methods whereby they ſectled themſelves here: Their 
Manners, Cuſtoms, and Laws, Ihe Deſcents and Ravages of the Danes, 
down to King ALFRED the Great, The Whole related accurately, and 
in ſo agreeable a Manner, as renders it ex!reamly entertaining 


